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Hey there y all! Winter is in full swing here 
in Manitoba. I just crawled out of bed for 
the first time in a couple days, just getting 
over a nasty bug or something. There’s 
nothing that says good times like having 
a gnarly fever while sick and alone in the 
woods, using every ounce of your energy to 
stoke the woodstove every couple of hours 
cause its -40° outside and you could find 
yourself in a very dangerous situation if 
( your stove goes out, cause its too cold for 
your diesel truck to start and too far to walk 
,anywhere when its this cold and you’re this 
weak (but never fear, the stove didn’t go 
out, and I’m still alive). 

'This is our 5th issue. Every issue has been 
special for one reason or another. This 
'one is special to me because we have now 
come full circle in the seasons and this is 
iOur second winter issue. As The Grind 
^continues to grow it is really coming into 
its own. Shauna has taken over dealing with 
subscriptions, and she is doing a far better 
job than I was. Also, Jessie has recently 
Joined the group and is starting up US 
[wholesale distribution- I’m pretty excited 
to see where that will take us. 

If you are as stoked as I am on our cover 
drawing by Sean Fitzgerald of Falcarragh, 
r Ireland you’ll be really excited to know that 
we have decided to make it into our second 
^CG t-shirt design. All of our shirts are now 
being produced and shipped out by our 
good friends Devon and Cud at Oakheart 
-Collective in Dawson City, Yukon. They 
are making super high quality prints, and 
kare shipping em out as soon as they get 
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Every winter solstice I am reminded that 
life is a big, messy, windy ball of twine, 
and unravelling it takes more than a little 
patience (and coordination I haven’t quite 
developed). This issue has been the most 
exhausting for me to work on for a variety 
of reasons. As many of you know, I moved 
to the city on a temporary hiatus and the 
amount of stress it’s created for me has been 
exponential. After spending due diligence 
trying to find a job when my only recent 
work experience has largely been bush work 
and off season cafe jobs, I landed in retail; 
selling essential oils to mall-goers. Needless 
to say, I officially hate Christmas. The hol¬ 
iday rush and the finalization of issue five 
aligned perfectly, and I lost all meaningful 
communication with everyone who is im¬ 
portant to me. The dust is settling, though, 
and the process of stirring the pot has, as 
usual, given me plenty to think and grow on. 

Many of the articles in this issue focus 
on mental illness and associated themes, 
I even cried while reading some. It has 
been good to read everyone’s stories and 
thoughts-1 have sometimes felt very alone 
since arriving here, and your words help 
me feel less lost. I have struggled with an 
anxiety disorder and the associated effects 
of being bipolar for a long time, so the 
ability to publish a good chunk of relatable 
content has made me feel quite grateful. 

The other day, a few strangers and I pushed 
someone’s dead truck into a parking lot. 
Whether in the dead cold of the isolated 
north or the dead cold of the city streets of 
Manitoba, winter has proven yet again to 















CO-CONSPIRITORS 

Dylan, Cud Eastbound, Devon Berquist, 
Chantal Knight, Mama C, Mad Yak, 
Vanessa Pamela 


Indivdual issues: 

Rural: $4 
Urban: $5 

Outside of Canada and the USA: $7 


Cover Banner & Drawing: Sean Fitzgerald 
CG Logo (above): Dylan 
Art credits: Dylan (pg 3) 
timeMOTHeye (Pg 4,5) 

Mama C (7,14,16) 


1 Year Subscription (4 issues) 

Rural: $12 
Urban: $18 

Outside of Canada and the USA $25 


CONTACT 

The Country Grind 
Box 266 

Ochre River, MB ROL 1K0 
Canada 


countrygrind.net 

General info/Advertisers (Gretchen): 
punx@countrygrind.net 

Subscriptions (Shauna): 
subscriptions@countrygrind.net 


Canadian/Inf 1 Wholesale Distribution(Cat): 

HiQtrihntinnfS)rn-nntrvcmnd net 


ADVERTISING 

We will only accept ads from rad folks sell¬ 
ing/promoting shit that is in line with DIY 
punk ethics. You don’t have to be rural. 
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This is our 5th issue. Every issue has been 
special for one reason or another. This 
one is special to me because we have now 
come full circle in the seasons and this is 
our second winter issue. As The Grind 
continues to grow it is really coming into 
its own. Shauna has taken over dealing with 
subscriptions, and she is doing a far better 
job than I was. Also, Jessie has recently 
joined the group and is starting up US 
wholesale distribution- I’m pretty excited 
to see where that will take us. 

If you are as stoked as I am on our cover 
L drawing by Sean Fitzgerald of Falcarragh, 
L Ireland you’ll be really excited to know that 
[ we have decided to make it into our second 
bCG t-shirt design. All of our shirts are now 
I being produced and shipped out by our 
I good friends Devon and Cud at Oakheart 
^Collective in Dawson City, Yukon. They 
[ are making super high quality prints, and 
Rare shipping 'em out as soon as they get 
"the order, so there is no more waiting a 
month or more for us to send your t-shirt 
(see ad of back cover for more info). Also 
in the works is making Dylans “Buck Shit 
Up” drawing (next page) into a patch, and 
maybe even a sticker. 

We have a revamped website coming, 
designed by Cud Eastbound. It should 
hopefully be up by the time you’re reading 
these words. 

Well, I’ll wrap this up to make room for 
the two other intros we’re going to subject 
you to. But before I do, I’d like to give an 
epic hi-five to Mama C and Mad Yak for 
stepping up and helping me with layout, 
and giving me somewhere a little more 
cozy and homey to work than the Ochre 
River firehall. 

-gretchen 



iday rush and the finalization of issue five 
aligned perfectly, and I lost all meaningful 
communication with everyone who is im¬ 
portant to me. The dust is settling, though, 
and the process of stirring the pot has, as 
usual, given me plenty to think and grow on. 

Many of the articles in this issue focus 
on mental illness and associated themes, 
I even cried while reading some. It has 
been good to read everyone’s stories and 
thoughts-1 have sometimes felt very alone 
since arriving here, and your words help 
me feel less lost. I have struggled with an 
anxiety disorder and the associated effects 
of being bipolar for a long time, so the 
ability to publish a good chunk of relatable 
content has made me feel quite grateful. 

The other day, a few strangers and I pushed 
someone’s dead truck into a parking lot. 
Whether in the dead cold of the isolated 
north or the dead cold of the city streets of 
Manitoba, winter has proven yet again to 
be an opportunity for people to help each 
other. You might not know it all the way out 
there, wherever you are, huddled next to 
your wood stove, radiator, fire pit, propane 
burner, central heating system, but we’ve all 
been helping each other by participating in 
this little thing we got ourselves tangled into. 

I never thought I was a total sap until I 
started writing these intros- Stay warm, 

Cat 


named Hank Williams. We’ve also got two 
feral toddlers keeping us on our toes. Our 
distro is currently our sole source of income. 
In 2014 we grew about 50% of the food con- 
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We are activly seeking submissions for 
future issues. We would love to read your 
articles, editorials, art, comics, poetry, 
fiction, book and music reviews, as long 
as it is relevent to rural punks and follows 
our guidelines (read them first on our 
website!!) 
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ADVERTISING 

We will only accept ads from rad folks sell¬ 
ing/promoting shit that is in line with DIY 
punk ethics. You don’t have to be rural. 

You don’t even have to be punk. 

Here are the ad prices. We are able to do a 
limited amount of space for trade. Contact 
us if you’re interested. 
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10.25 inches wide by any height. Contact 
us for pricing. 


And like everyone else, of course we have a 
facebook page at: 
facebook.com/countrygrind 



the order, so there is no more waiting a 
month or more for us to send your t-shirt 
.(see ad of back cover for more info). Also 
in the works is making Dylan’s “Buck Shit 
lUp” drawing (next page) into a patch, and 
maybe even a sticker. 
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We have a revamped website coming, 
designed by Cud Eastbound. It should 
hopefully be up by the time you’re reading 
these words. 
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Well, I’ll wrap this up to make room for 
(the two other intros we’re going to subject 
you to. But before I do, I’d like to give an 
epic hi-five to Mama C and Mad Yak for 
stepping up and helping me with layout, 
and giving me somewhere a little more 
cozy and homey to work than the Ochre 
River firehall. 

-gretchen 
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be an opportunity for people to help each 
other. You might not know it all the way out 
there, wherever you are, huddled next to 
your wood stove, radiator, fire pit, propane 
burner, central heating system, but we’ve all 
been helping each other by participating in 
this little thing we got ourselves tangled into. 

I never thought I was a total sap until I 
started writing these intros- Stay warm, 

Cat 
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I’m Jessie Duke and I’m the newest member 
of the Country Grind collective. I’ve been 
following The Grind since Gretchen put 
( out the first call for submissions and I’m su¬ 
per honored to be part of the crew. I’m just 
getting into the swing of things, but it looks 
like I’ll be handling wholesale distribution 
in the US and helping out with organizing 
,our rural punk gathering this summer. 





Doing distribution for The Grind ties in 
nicely with running my small press pub¬ 
lishing house and zine distro, Pioneers 
( Press. Our distro is operated from a small 
farm in rural Northeast Kansas. We are 
a vegan/vegetarian family and care for a 
number of animal rescues incliiding sheep, 
goats, ducks, a pack of pitbulls, and a pig 


named Hank Williams. We’ve also got two 
feral toddlers keeping us on our toes. Our 
distro is currently our sole source of income. 
In 2014 we grew about 50% of the food con¬ 
sumed by our family and our animals and 
we hope to get that up to 75% this year. We 
consider ourselves beginner homesteaders, 
but every year we get closer to getting off the 
grid. 

We don’t have a lot of friends out here in 
Kansas, and like a lot of you, The Grind is 
our only connection to other rural punks. 
I’m excited to help keep this awesome re¬ 
source going and to be a park of this com¬ 
munity. 

If you want to shoot the shit or you know 
of a bookstore in the US that might be in¬ 
terested in carrying The Grind, hit me up at 
jessie@pioneerspress.com. 

Up the rural punks! 





Home Herbalism 



Juliette Abigail Carr 


Homegrown Tea 

As the snow piles up and icicles grow from 
the eaves, tea becomes a central part of my 
life. Drinking a steaming, fragrant cup of 
last summer’s bounty in front of the wood- 
stove on these long winter nights is a cold 
weather ritual that resonates to my bones. I 
love the seasons; I love how the most basic 
ways I spend my time change throughout 
the year in perfect rhythm with the world 
around me, and how just when it starts to 
feel a little stale—say, April snowstorms— 
the earth is changing to its next phase, as the 
earliest plants push their way towards the 
sun. But now it is only the beginning of the 
season, when the smell of woodsmoke and 
the silence of a snowstorm feel like coming 
home after too long away. In honor of this 
season of joyful homebodiness, of planning 
next years crops and spinning wool by the 
fire late into the night, here is an explanation 
of how to make a truly beautiful cup of tea. 

A Good Start Tea is the backbone of herbal 
medicine and it is often the easiest way to 
get herbs into your daily life. If you have 
wanted to fiddle with herbs but are having 
trouble finding the rhythm to actually do it, 
try drinking a cup of herbal tea every night 
after supper, when the days tasks are com¬ 
plete and you can relax with a book or guitar 
and just be. This practice helps put the days’ 
wonicN to u*sl, soothes us alter overeating 


(did you drink Beast Ice for 10 years?) or 
urinary tract infections, the more you pee 
the better, so take your herbs in tea. The list 
goes on, but the point is to consider how hot, 
fragrant, medicinal water can benefit your 
health when you are deciding how to take 
an herb. 

Drying and Storing Herbs 

Its obviously the wrong time of year to be 
drying herbs for tea, but its the right time of 
year to be planning next years garden. As 
you consider companion plants, culinary 
herbs, and general bounty, think about what 
herbs you might add for tea. 

Drying herbs is easy. For most herbs, hang 
them in bunches or dry them flat on screens 
or stretched pieces of lace or muslin. Some 
herbs—the very dense, resinous, or gooey 
herbs like mullein, calendula, and comfrey— 
are harder to dry without molding, but there 
are tricks like using a, fan, leaving them in 
the sun for a few hours before bringing them 
in, etc. that can be found online. 

Store dried herbs in resealable bags, contain¬ 
ers, or jars, in a dark, cool place. I have a ton 
of dried herbs, so I store mine in bags inside 
of those giant light-tight plastic containers 
(there are 6, and they’re alphabetized...) but 
if you don’t have too many, jars in a cabi¬ 
net works great. Just don’t store them over 
the stove or fridge, where they’re exposed 
to heat and humidity, or they’ll get stale or 
moldy. 

If you’re a gardener, storing your own herbs 
is effortless and rewarding. Blending your 
own tea is a natural extension of consum¬ 
ing your garden’s bounty that will continue 
throughout the year. If you re not garden 
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the year in perfect rhythm with the world 
around me, and how just when it starts to 
feel a little stale—say, April snowstorms— 
the earth is changing to its next phase, as the 
earliest plants push their way towards the 
sun. But now it is only the beginning of the 
season, when the smell of woodsmoke and 
the silence of a snowstorm feel like coming 
home after too long away. In honor of this 
season of joyful homebodiness, of planning 
next years crops and spinning wool by the 
fire late into the night, here is an explanation 
of how to make a truly beautiful cup of tea. 

A Good Start Tea is the backbone of herbal 
medicine and it is often the easiest way to 
get herbs into your daily life. If you have 
wanted to fiddle with herbs but are having 
trouble finding the rhythm to actually do it, 
try drinking a cup of herbal tea every night 
after supper, when the days tasks are com¬ 
plete and you can relax with a book or guitar 
and just be. This practice helps put the days 
worries to rest, soothes us after overeating 
at supper, makes up for that last beer, and 
settles our minds for sleep. Its surprisingly 
effective at giving us a good start tomorrow, 
and its an easy stepping-stone to inviting 
herbs into your life. 

Many folks who drink medicinal tea as part 
of their daily routine like to make a large 
amount at once to drink throughout the 
day. To do this, make a quart jar or 2 of tea, 
let it cool, and refrigerate. Its good for 24 
hours. 

Healing Ritual The ritual of drinking tea 
plays a powerful role in healing and main¬ 
taining health. Tea as a medicinal form is a 
full sensory experience that can be extreme¬ 
ly soothing. That deep breath of fragrant 
steam when you first lift the cup contrib¬ 
utes to relaxation, promoting health and 
healing. As all the yoga folks will tell you, 
deep breathing engages the parasympathetic 
nervous system, allowing our bodies time to 
ruminate and heal from the hectic go-go-go 
of our cortisol-fueled lives. Taking the time 
to make and drink a cup of tea can be very 


or stretched pieces of lace or muslin. Some 
herbs—the very dense, resinous, or gooey 
herbs like mullein, calendula, and comfrey— 
are harder to dry without molding, but there 
are tricks like using a, fan, leaving them in 
the sun for a few hours before bringing them 
in, etc. that can be found online. 

Store dried herbs in resealable bags, contain¬ 
ers, or jars, in a dark, cool place. I have a ton 
of dried herbs, so I store mine in bags inside 
of those giant light-tight plastic containers 
(there are 6, and they’re alphabetized...) but 
if you don’t have too many, jars in a cabi¬ 
net works great. Just dont store them over 
the stove or fridge, where theyre exposed 
to heat and humidity, or they’ll get stale or 
moldy. 

If you’re a gardener, storing your own herbs 
is effortless and rewarding. Blending your 
own tea is a natural extension of consum¬ 
ing your garden’s bounty that will continue 
throughout the year. If you’re not garden¬ 
ing, you can buy dried herbs online or from 
a local herbalist and still blend your own tea. 

Choosing Good Tea Herbs 

Taste There are some herbs that taste truly 
terrible. Don’t torture yourself. You get 0 
points for suffering through a cup of vale¬ 
rian, kava kava, and spilanthes. If it tastes 
gross, make a tincture (see Country Grind 
#1 or my blog for instructions if you don’t 
know how). 

Solubility Tea is appropriate for herbs with 
water-soluble medicine (constituents). That 
means the medicine comes out in water, as 
opposed to alcohol. All plants contain both 
alcohol- and water-soluble constituents; it’s 
just a matter of the best way to extract the 
medicine you’re trying to use. 

Picking water-soluble herbs is easy—just 
think of what you’ve drank before. Any of 
the herbs that are generally sold in com¬ 
mercial tea blends are high in water-soluble 
constituents, for example mint, hibiscus, 
ehamomile. dandelion, rosehios. oatstraw. 
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at supper, makes up for that last beer, and 
settles our minds for sleep. Its surprisingly 
effective at giving us a good start tomorrow, 
and its an easy stepping-stone to inviting 
herbs into your life. 

Many folks who drink medicinal tea as part 
of their daily routine like to make a large 
amount at once to drink throughout the 
day. To do this, make a quart jar or 2 of tea, 
let it cool, and refrigerate. Its good for 24 
hours. 

Healing Ritual The ritual of drinking tea 
plays a powerful role in healing and main¬ 
taining health. Tea as a medicinal form is a 
full sensory experience that can be extreme¬ 
ly soothing. That deep breath of fragrant 
steam when you first lift the cup contrib¬ 
utes to relaxation, promoting health and 
healing. As all the yoga folks will tell you, 
deep breathing engages the parasympathetic 
nervous system, allowing our bodies time to 
ruminate and heal from the hectic go-go-go 
of our cortisol-fueled lives. Taking the time 
to make and drink a cup of tea can be very 
grounding, a short break from our obliga¬ 
tions and to-do lists. The ritual of tea drink¬ 
ing is a powerful one that cant be discount¬ 
ed in any conversation about tea. 

Unique Medicine Some health conditions 
can be best served by tea, as hot water has 
its own medicinal attributes in addition to 
whatever herbs you add. People who use 
herbs to help with anxiety find the ritual of 
tea drinking very soothing, and it is a safe, 
reliable ritual to engage in (as opposed to 
the ritual of smoking cigarettes, for exam¬ 
ple). The same can be said of herbs to en¬ 
hance sleep: the tea itself is relaxing. For 
cold and flu, tea soothes sore throats and re¬ 
hydrates us, in addition to whatever medic¬ 
inal stuff you threw in there. The heat of tea 
is wonderfully soothing to belly aches. For 
folks concerned about chronic kidney stones 
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ing, you can buy dried herbs online or from 
a local herbalist and still blend your own tea. 

Choosing Good Tea Herbs 

Taste There are some herbs that taste truly 
terrible. Don't torture yourself. You get 0 
points for suffering through a cup of vale¬ 
rian, kava kava, and spilanthes. If it tastes 
gross, make a tincture (see Country Grind 
#1 or my blog for instructions if you don't 
know how). 

Solubility Tea is appropriate for herbs with 
water-soluble medicine (constituents). That 
means the medicine comes out in water, as 
opposed to alcohol. All plants contain both 
alcohol- and water-soluble constituents; it's 
just a matter of the best way to extract the 
medicine you're trying to use. 

Picking water-soluble herbs is easy—just 
think of what you've drank before. Any of 
the herbs that are generally sold in com¬ 
mercial tea blends are high in water-soluble 
constituents, for example mint, hibiscus, 
chamomile, dandelion, rosehips, oatstraw, 
raspberry leaf, and holy basil. Any herbs 
that are gooey (demulcent) when you taste 
them are high in water-soluble constituents, 
too, like violet, mullein, and borage. Like¬ 
wise, very aromatic herbs do great in tea, like 
ginger, elecampane, lemon balm, hyssop, 
prickly ash, and licorice. Also, food herbs 
such as nettles, burdock, and chickweed are 
high in water-soluble constituents. Right 
there is a reasonable list to get you started 
and I bet you can name half a dozen more 
off the top of your head. 

Composition of the Perfect Cup 

Blending your own tea seems a little daunt¬ 
ing, but it's really pretty straightforward— 
and then you have fresher, higher quality tea 
tailored to your needs, and at a fraction of 
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did you drink Beast Ice for 10 years?) or 
jinary tract infections, the more you pee 
be better, so take your herbs in tea. The list 
;oes on, but the point is to consider how hot, 
ragrant, medicinal water can benefit your 
tealth when you are deciding how to take 
m herb. 


Drying and Storing Herbs 

ts obviously the wrong time of year to be 
irying herbs for tea, but it's the right time of 
rear to be planning next years garden. As 
rou consider companion plants, culinary 
lerbs, and general bounty, think about what 
berbs you might add for tea. 

Drying herbs is easy. For most herbs, hang 
them in bunches or dry them flat on screens 
or stretched pieces of lace or muslin. Some 
herbs—the very dense, resinous, or gooey 
herbs like mullein, calendula, and comfrey— 
are harder to dry without molding, but there 
are tricks like using a, fan, leaving them in 
the sun for a few hours before bringing them 
in, etc. that can be found online. 


Store dried herbs in resealable bags, contain¬ 
ers, or jars, in a dark, cool place. I have a ton 
of dried herbs, so I store mine in bags inside 
of those giant light-tight plastic containers 
(there are 6, and they’re alphabetized...) but 
if you don’t have too many, jars in a cabi¬ 
net works great. Just don’t store them over 
the stove or fridge, where they’re exposed 
to heat and humidity, or they’ll get stale or 
moldy. 


Choosing Good Tea Herbs 

Taste There are some herbs that taste truly 
terrible. Don’t torture yourself. You get 0 
points for suffering through a cup of vale¬ 
rian, kava kava, and spilanthes. If it tastes 
gross, make a tincture (see Country Grind 
• 1 or my blog for instructions if you don’t 


G)R0WT 


‘ 1W 










parts 
like 
leaves and 
flowers—think chamo- 
mint, lemon balm, etc. 
They’ll fall apart to mush and 
shreds if you boil them. 


the 
store 
price. 
What Celestial Seasonings 
knows and most of us don’t is es¬ 
sentially just balancing flavors in an inten¬ 
tional way. A knowledge of herbal energet¬ 
ics really helps with this, but that’s a little 
complicated for now—suffice it to say there 
is more to this that you can learn if you want. 


To make an infusion, boil wa¬ 
ter in the kettle. Crush dried plants 
between your hands or chop fresh plants 
to release the fragrance and increase surface 
area for the water to do its thing. Use 1 to 2 
Tablespoons of dried herbs or 2 to 4 Table¬ 
spoons of fresh herbs per cup of water, ad¬ 
justed for taste and strength. Or use a pinch 
of this and a dab of that, which is how I do it. 


It’s totally okay to throw one herb in your 
cup and call it good; mint tea is a standard 
for a reason. But if you want to do some 
blending, choose a few herbs using these 
general guidelines, or make up your own. 
What it really comes down to is activating 
all your senses and taste buds at once. 


Pour boiling water over herbs. Cover and 
infuse until it cools to a non-tongue destroy¬ 
ing temperature; the longer it infuses, the 
stronger the medicine will be. Strain and 
consume in massive quantities. 


Purpose What is your tea for? Emotion¬ 
al balance, digestive problems, immunity, 
overall health? Start there and think of a 
couple herbs you could use. Try to iden¬ 
tify if they are warming or cooling, drying 
or moistening in your body, and use that to 
narrow down your choices based on what 
you want. 


Decoctions 

A decoction is when herbs are simmered, 
as opposed to having water poured over 
them. Decoctions are used for denser, 
tougher plant parts, which need more time 
and bubbling power to extract the deep 
goodness. These include roots, barks, fruits, 
and seeds, like ginger, burdock, fennel, el¬ 
derberry, and black birch. 


Use All Your Senses The fragrance and ap¬ 
pearance of the tea have a huge impact on 
how much you enjoy drinking it. Bright 
colors glow among clumps of green leaves, 
so think of fruits like rosehip, schisandra, 
prickly ash berries, and tiny dried flowers 
like lavender. Large dried flowers will open 


To make a decoction, simmer water in a 
small saucepan. You want to add a little 
extra for evaporation. Chop or grate fresh 
herbs. Crush dried herbs between your 
hands. Use 1 to 2 Tablespoons of dried herbs 
or 2 to 4 Tablespoons of fresh herbs per cup 
of water, adjusted for taste and strength (or 
a pinch and a dab). 
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Add herbs to the simmering water, reduce 
heat, and cover. Allow herbs to toil and 
trouble until the room is fragrant and your 
tea is a rich, dark color, 10-20 minutes, then 


cash in the throbbing core of metropolis. 
It’s generally frustrating. I’m cramped, in 
both space and style. I share a lot of time 
and asphalt with strangers, who are totally 
disengaged, fatalistic drivers. I wait too long 
for people to do simple things, like make a 
right turn. 

I shouldn’t complain. I don’t live there. 
Like the Corsican General, I’m comfortable 
enough in exile; I just want to be somewhere 
else. 

I’m living in a fairly new house—maybe 
twenty years old, and big—on an acre of land 
well outside the city. Trees abound, it gets 
plenty of water, there’s lots of lawn. There’s 
a fancy house adjacent to mine, he’s got a 
farmyard and some animals. Past that are 
upper-middle class residences on half-acre 
plots stacked up the lane. It’s what I would 
call Town & Country, the suburban dream 
with twice the commute. The people that 
live here consider themselves rural. Which is 
funny; they’re not. Some folks have gardens, 
there’s a baseball diamond, kids play in the 
creek. It’s a nice little neighborhood, a quiet, 
green place. And it’s totally doomed. 

They’re going to dig it up. This structure, 
the 2x4s and concrete, the plumbing, the 
time and equity, will be ripped out. This 
property and others nearby are to become 
high-density housing for busy engineers 
and administrative assistants. The maples 
and firs and cedars will be dropped and 
sold cheap. The screeching owl that always 
wakes me up will be relocating. See, in the 
last ten years or so, five massive technology 
firms set up design and manufacturing 
shops in town. Because land was cheap. 
Now this land is so valuable that only a 
multi-national corporation can buy it. The 
firm under contract to develop my parcel, 
the one on which my house sits, is putting in 
“townhouses,” two-story apartments really. 
Compact, rapidly assembled row houses 
resting on acres of concrete. And there’ll 
have to be narking. And four-lane feeder 


many raindrops. 

I’ll say this for metropolis, it’s inefficient. 
Think of the things that could be 
accomplished by so many energetic bodies, 
so many interested parties. What can be 
built, cleaned, maintained, dreamed by the 
collective exertion of us all? How healthy 
should we be? How safe? With so many 
man-hours available, so many resources, 
so many languages and experiences, what 
we could do with it all. The potential of the 
city is colossal. A simmering volcano of 
creativity and innovation. Largely, though, 
like elsewhere, folks go home and watch 
television. Or drink, at bars that salute our 
apathy. Or project into the online universe, 
expanding the parts of ourselves that are 
searchable, screaming out to the network, 
“See me! Value me!” I sometimes wonder 
how posterity will regard us and our binary 
cathedrals, Reddit a great library, and 
Tumblr our hanging gardens; our castles 
in the clouds, centers of commerce and 
comments, protected by the thickest walls of 
encrypted digits. 

Even the emails I send feel more tangible 
back home, as if thoughts have more merit 
simply by originating in an honest place. It’s 
happening there too. Sodium light crowding 
the cloudy skies. More traffic—that’s how it 
starts—road widening, repaving. More big 
trucks coming through, more lost travelers 
turning around in the driveway. More drunk 
kids bouncing sports cars off trees in the 
yard. Then the power line poles are put in, 
oversized, a sure sign of things to come. Big 
metal boxes and utility workers in vans start 
showing up at intersections. Stop signs go 
up, then stop lights out on the highway. Not 
too many miles away, over the hills, there’s a 
Target, some banks, Taco Bell, services. 

You might be in Manitoba or Mexico right 
now, just looking around and laughing, 
“Yeah, sure, pinche idiota, America sucks.” 
But of course it’s not a localized issue. Our 
air is yours. Your strip logging is ours. Across 
fences we share drugs, natural gas, organic 


Its totally okay to throw one herb in your 
cup and call it good; mint tea is a standard 
for a reason. But if you want to do some 
blending, choose a few herbs using these 
general guidelines, or make up your own. 
What it really comes down to is activating 
all your senses and taste buds at once. 

Purpose What is your tea for? Emotion¬ 
al balance, digestive problems, immunity, 
overall health? Start there and think of a 
couple herbs you could use. Try to iden¬ 
tify if they are warming or cooling, drying 
or moistening in your body, and use that to 
narrow down your choices based on what 
you want. 

Use All Your Senses The fragrance and ap¬ 
pearance of the tea have a huge impact on 
how much you enjoy drinking it. Bright 
colors glow among clumps of green leaves, 
so think of fruits like rosehip, schisandra, 
prickly ash berries, and tiny dried flowers 
like lavender. Large dried flowers will open 
in the cup to be little bright surprises, like 
calendula, rose, and red clover. This is in ad¬ 
dition to the medicinal qualities, taste, and 
fragrance they add. 

Balance Your Blend Now pick an herb that 
is very fragrant, an herb that is tangy or 
sour, an herb that tastes great, an herb that 
looks beautiful, and an herb that is sweetly 
mild tasting. That last one is essential: it will 
give your tea depth of flavor and provide a 
backbone for everything else; its the central 
element that holds everything else together. 

Like So...Okay so maybe my beautiful 
herb is red clover, fragrant herb is hyssop, 
tangy herb is rosehip, incredibly delicious 
herb is holy basil, and mild herb is oatstraw. 
Ive made a blend that will increase overall 
health, tonify my endocrine system, lessen 
depletion or adrenal exhaustion, balance 
my cycle, protect me from toxins, nurture 
my nervous system, mood, and sleep cycle, 
protect against sickness and infection, and 
is high in vitamins, minerals, and antioxi¬ 
dants. I can make a months worth of this 


stronger tnc medicine win dc. Mrain ana 
consume in massive quantities. 

Decoctions 

A decoction is when herbs are simmered, 
as opposed to having water poured over 
them. Decoctions are used for denser, 
tougher plant parts, which need more time 
and bubbling power to extract the deep 
goodness. These include roots, barks, fruits, 
and seeds, like ginger, burdock, fennel, el¬ 
derberry, and black birch. 

To make a decoction, simmer water in a 
small saucepan. You want to add a little 
extra for evaporation. Chop or grate fresh 
herbs. Crush dried herbs between your 
hands. Use 1 to 2 Tablespoons of dried herbs 
or 2 to 4 Tablespoons of fresh herbs per cup 
of water, adjusted for taste and strength (or 
a pinch and a dab). 

Add herbs to the simmering water, reduce 
heat, and cover. Allow herbs to toil and 
trouble until the room is fragrant and your 
tea is a rich, dark color, 10-20 minutes, then 
strain and feel really good about your herbal 
prowess. Be careful not to burn decoctions 
or you'll have to start over due to unavoid¬ 
able grossness. 

Have a beautiful winter and happy kitchen 
witching. 

Juliette Abigail Carr is a clinical herbalist in 
South Newfane , Vermont and the proprietor 
of Old Ways Herbal She teaches about fami¬ 
ly herbalism and homesteading at her family's 
farm and locations around the state. Read 
more and contact her at oldwaysherbal.com/ 
blog 



live here consider themselves rural. Which is 
funny; they're not. Some folks have gardens, 
theres a baseball diamond, kids play in the 
creek. Its a nice little neighborhood, a quiet, 
green place. And it's totally doomed. 

Theyre going to dig it up. This structure, 
the 2x4s and concrete, the plumbing, the 
time and equity, will be ripped out. This 
property and others nearby are to become 
high-density housing for busy engineers 
and administrative assistants. The maples 
and firs and cedars will be dropped and 
sold cheap. The screeching owl that always 
wakes me up will be relocating. See, in the 
last ten years or so, five massive technology 
firms set up design and manufacturing 
shops in town. Because land was cheap. 
Now this land is so valuable that only a 
multi-national corporation can buy it. The 
firm under contract to develop my parcel, 
the one on which my house sits, is putting in 
“townhouses,” two-story apartments really. 
Compact, rapidly assembled row houses 
resting on acres of concrete. And there'll 
have to be parking. And four-lane feeder 
arteries to the freeway. And—-here's the big 
thing—services. They take up a lot of space. 
Costco, Starbucks, Fred Meyer, Les Schwab, 
Wells Fargo, Supercuts, Lowe's, Tropical 
Smoothie Cafe... Those all need parking 
spots too, and traffic lights. The population 
of this “sleepy” town doubled between 1990 
and 2000, and has doubled again since then. 
Strip malls line the main drags, Whole 
Foods, New Seasons, meticulously fashioned 
marketing environments. Anything you 
could want to purchase is conveniently 
close. That convenience is going to swallow 
this little plot, and those around it. I’m 
watching it happen in real time. Up on 
the corner, about a half-mile from here, a 
construction crew ripped out a hundred 
white cedars in a day. Now replaced with 
tons of cinder block and rebar. We all know 
this is happening, deforestation, suburban 
sprawl, but I’m seeing it foot by foot, week 
by week. Essentially a mechanized assault 
against the established living systems of the 
area. To further attract skilled labor to these 
neighborhoods, developers log off chunks of 


comments, protected by the thickest walls of 
encrypted digits. 

Even the emails I send feel more tangible 
back home, as if thoughts have more merit 
simply by originating in an honest place. It's 
happening there too. Sodium light crowding 
the cloudy skies. More traffic—that's how it 
starts—road widening, repaving. More big 
trucks coming through, more lost travelers 
turning around in the driveway. More drunk 
kids bouncing sports cars off trees in the 
yard. Then the power line poles are put in, 
oversized, a sure sign of things to come. Big 
metal boxes and utility workers in vans start 
showing up at intersections. Stop signs go 
up, then stop lights out on the highway. Not 
too many miles away, over the hills, there's a 
Target, some banks, Taco Bell, services. 

You might be in Manitoba or Mexico right 
now, just looking around and laughing, 
“Yeah, sure, pinche idiota, America sucks.” 
But of course it's not a localized issue. Our 
air is yours. Your strip logging is ours. Across 
fences we share drugs, natural gas, organic 
strawberries, violence, and corporations. 

In addition to encroachment by the 
developers, convenience-dwellers, and 
service-men, the verdant fields of the 
continental interior are being quietly rolled 
up by savvy investors, financiers who 
intend to be prepared as the food supply- 
demand inequality grows and agricultural 
land skyrockets in value. We took it from 
the First People with violence, now, Cofco 
and UBS AgriVest are taking it from us, 
with substantial financial gambles on the 
volatility of future markets. Makes your 
skin crawl a little, no? When bankers, 
economists, and logisticians are placing bets 
on our hunger. It's uncertain out here. So 
many of the things we face are beyond our 
control, so many mechanisms based on a 
social “trust” which we see violated over and 
over again. I wonder who can really survive, 
when the hydro stops turning, the coal stops 
burning. Even if you stockpile and cache, 
what's the life expectancy? For how long can 
you secure a field, or a root cellar? Can you 
turn away your neighbors when their kids 
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calendula, rose, and red clover. This is in ad¬ 
dition to the medicinal qualities, taste, and 
fragrance they add. 

Balance Your Blend Now pick an herb that 
is very fragrant, an herb that is tangy or 
sour, an herb that tastes great, an herb that 
looks beautiful, and an herb that is sweetly 
mild tasting. That last one is essential: it will 
give your tea depth of flavor and provide a 
backbone for everything else; its the central 
element that holds everything else together. 

Like So... Okay so maybe my beautiful 
herb is red clover, fragrant herb is hyssop, 
tangy herb is rosehip, incredibly delicious 
herb is holy basil, and mild herb is oatstraw. 
IVe made a blend that will increase overall 
health, tonify my endocrine system, lessen 
depletion or adrenal exhaustion, balance 
my cycle, protect me from toxins, nurture 
my nervous system, mood, and sleep cycle, 
protect against sickness and infection, and 
is high in vitamins, minerals, and antioxi¬ 
dants. I can make a months worth of this 
tea for the cost of a few days supply of good 
loose tea at the store, if I buy dried herbs; 
considering I have these herbs dried from 
my garden, it will be free. It will also look, 
smell, and taste wonderful—which is really 
the point, anyway. 

Actually Making Tea 

There is more to life than teabags. If you 
separate your tea ingredients into infusions 
and decoctions, you will have much stronger 
medicine and fuller flavors, as tough plant 
parts need more oomph in their boil than 
delicate parts (this is true of people too). 

Infusions 

An infusion is usual tea: hot water, herbs, 
done. We make infusions of delicate plant 


strain and feel really good about your herbal 
prowess. Be careful not to burn decoctions 
or youTl have to start over due to unavoid¬ 
able grossness. 

Have a beautiful winter and happy kitchen 
witching. 

Juliette Abigail Carr is a clinical herbalist in 
South Newfane, Vermont and the proprietor 
of Old Ways Herbal She teaches about fami¬ 
ly herbalism and homesteading at her family's 
farm and locations around the state. Read 
more and contact her at oldwaysherbal.com/ 
blog 



Mankind has gone very far into an artificial 
world of his own creation. He has sought 
to insulate himself in his cities of steel and 
concrete, from the realities of earth and water 
and the growing seed. Intoxicated with a 
sense of his own power ; he seems to be going 
farther and farther into more experiments for 
the destruction of himself and his world. 

-Rachel Carson 

If you read my last column, you know that 
IVe been displaced. 

Proscribed by financial necessity to my very 
own Elba, I’m right now trading hours for 
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arteries to the freeway. And—heres the big 
thing—services. They take up a lot of space. 
Costco, Starbucks, Fred Meyer, Les Schwab, 
Wells Fargo, Supercuts, Lowes, Tropical 
Smoothie Cafe... Those all need parking 
spots too, and traffic lights. The population 
of this “sleepy” town doubled between 1990 
and 2000, and has doubled again since then. 
Strip malls line the main drags, Whole 
Foods, New Seasons, meticulously fashioned 
marketing environments. Anything you 
could want to purchase is conveniently 
close. That convenience is going to swallow 
this little plot, and those around it. I’m 
watching it happen in real time. Up on 
the corner, about a half-mile from here, a 
construction crew ripped out a hundred 
white cedars in a day. Now replaced with 
tons of cinder block and rebar. We all know 
this is happening, deforestation, suburban 
sprawl, but I’m seeing it foot by foot, week 
by week. Essentially a mechanized assault 
against the established living systems of the 
area. To further attract skilled labor to these 
neighborhoods, developers log off chunks of 
forest, grade it flat, lay in sod, and call it a 
park. Its an awkward acknowledgement that 
exposure to nature is healthy, as long as that 
nature is rigorously managed. 

This is a weird time for me. 

I’m listening to a lot of Sabbath. Its winter. 
I’m working outdoors; its wet. At work, I 
catch myself looking “in” on things, looking 
into warm, well-appointed rooms in nice 
homes, or looking into cozy restaurants, 
or overhearing the banter of a stylish 
couple out on a date. I feel apart from my 
environment, a stranger in a strange land, an 
outlook that racks my focus to the wide 
view. All these patterns, all these people. 

So many currents of finance 
and political capital cresting 
and clashing together in 
an urban interference 
pattern, a pond with so ^ y 


strawberries, violence, and corporations. 

In addition to encroachment by the 
developers, convenience-dwellers, and 
service-men, the verdant fields of the 
continental interior are being quietly rolled 
up by savvy investors, financiers who 
intend to be prepared as the food supply- 
demand inequality grows and agricultural 
land skyrockets in value. We took it from 
the First People with violence, now, Cofco 
and UBS AgriVest are taking it from us, 
with substantial financial gambles on the 
volatility of future markets. Makes your 
skin crawl a little, no? When bankers, 
economists, and logisticians are placing bets 
on our hunger. Its uncertain out here. So 
many of the things we face are beyond our 
control, so many mechanisms based on a 
social “trust” which we see violated over and 
over again. I wonder who can really survive, 
when the hydro stops turning, the coal stops 
burning. Even if you stockpile and cache, 
whats the life expectancy? For how long can 
you secure a field, or a root cellar? Can you 
turn away your neighbors when their kids 
are wasting? And what if you can? What 
does !&, it buy you? A little more 

: time to die alone? We are 
social species, eternally 
drawn to each 
. other. In loneliness, 
contempt, pride, 
lust, we seek 
contact. 
i We require 
[community; 
even in our 
^isolation, 
fwe belong 









to each other. 

Yeah, yeah, cities suck. They destroy forests 
and wetlands; they create mountains of 
waste. Its not news. The human condition is 
conflicted, we know. Happy holidays. 

I really don't mean to complain, there are so 
many things that I'm thankful for. All these 
development projects are just so gaudy, 
haughtily designed, and boring; they look 
the same in Alexandria, in Denver, in Baton 
Rouge, and here, just up the road. 

Truly, 2014 was an amazing year, a trial 
for sure. I saw so much courage, and 
camaraderie. I want to fall to my knees in 
gratitude, its overwhelming, thinking of 
all the friends—and near strangers—that 
helped support my family when uncertainty 
loomed over us; the repeat orders and the 
encouraging notes. I witnessed sobering 
displays of strength in children who knew 
when a brave word was needed. I watched 
honest people, journalists, educators, 
lawyers, stand up and defend a small band of 
bookmakers against predation from corrupt 
business. I saw a man, himself struggling 
with all of life's problems, throw open his 
doors to shelter a desperate soul. Its in these 
dark years that compassion glows brightest, 
the incandescence of fellowship lighting the 
way forward when hope and promise have 
set below the horizon. Thank you, friends. 

Its cold now, but grass and leaves and geese 
will soon return, unbelievable but true. 
Winter is life, as sure as spring is life. Pain 
and longing are life. To be alone is to be 
alive; the dead feel no such torment. 


I have an upper respiratory infection, what 
used to be called a cold, but I’m going up 
into the mountains on the 25 th , my day off, 
to walk, alone and alive, every sandpaper 
breath an affirmation of the sweet pain of 
being. Its quiet up there, only waterfalls 
and the wind, sometimes trees creaking 
back and forth. You might guess that I go up 


West Siberian plain, petroleum exploration 
and infrastructure are threatening the 
migration routes of reindeer and their 
Nenets herders. As that way of life collapses, 
the nomadic people turn increasingly to 
alcoholism and settlement in towns like 
Salekhard and Noyabrsk, where they are met 
by unemployment and banditry. Carbon 
reserves unlocked in the north warm us all, 
then permafrost melts to meet an encroaching 
sea. The Yamalo-Nenets lowlands will rise 
into an inland ocean. Life on that tundra 
will be a memory, a mythology of bears and 
lakes, a culture erased. But industrialism 
has its own answers for survival; technology 
will serve technology. The cities must be lit 
and heated. Oil derricks become anchored 
platforms become semi-submersible rigs. 
The white-blanketed tundra gone, only steel 
and aluminum and black waters will mirror 
the borealis. 

Technology, mechanization, whatever you 
call it, is a violent bedfellow. Is it our tool? Or 
does it command us, as a great, unthinking 
god? The organic world is giving way to 
the inorganic, the biodiversity of the planet 
shrinking to make room for the proliferation 
of alloys and polymers. What to do? 

You know the answer; maybe you're 
living the answer. It's so simple. Work 
with your hands. Think for yourself, 
with your own observations, prepared to 
make your own mistakes. Master your 
own technologies. Make your own music. 
Practice a culture born of your own place. 
I'm not afraid of civilization, or its ravenous 
offspring, technology. But I am wary of 
my relationship with them. Am I using 
culture to create the best version of myself? 
Or does it just employ me as an economic 
engine, turning my time into financial 
instruments? When I'm back home on the 
farm, I know the answer to this question. 


Gripes and ministrations go to: thaddeus. 
christian@gmail.com. 



were playing. Emmy strummed the autoharp 
and Racquelle's fingers danced along the 
neck of a banjo while Pike hollered along 
with his guitar. Emmy's eye caught mine and 
I felt a deep warm rush, even after all these 
years. This is the life I think. 

The music died down but the liquor ran 
strong. We started telling stories of the 
old days. People we'd travelled with, the 
shitshows we'd endured and places we’d 
been. 

Pike.told his infamous fishing stories, yet 
again. Emmy and I giggled as Racquelle 
teased him about it incessantly. Emmy told 
a passionate tale of a past love. Clearly not 
fueled by jealousy I threw myself into the 
ring. ‘Alright guys, that was nuthin. You 
wanna hear a real love story?” I said and 
winked in Emmy’s direction. “And by that I 
mean, the steamiest, sexiest, most romantic 

meetup of all time?.Ah-Of course you 

do! I'm telling it anyway.” 

Emmy grabbed at my thigh. 

“It was a cold night kinda like this one, right, 
but with a bunch less snow. And I was on my 
way from Montreal out to Fredricton to visit 
a friend.” 

Everyone's glazed eyes were focused (as 
much as they could be) on the story falling 
from my lips. “It took like 14 hours or 
something ridiculous for me and my buddy 
to catch our train. So needless to say... we had 
had a few beers by this time. Within 2 hours 
of hopping out, my buddy realizes he forgot 
something (ever-so-fucking-important) 
back downtown and jumped off near a 
highway to head back. I said good riddance 
and good luck in no particular order and 
drifted off to sleep. Typical train ride, I 
thought. Fucking cold, fucking hungry and 
lonely as shit. I figured I'd just sleep off the 
beer while I waited for my stop.” 

“..this doesnt sound sexy, you yahoo!” 
hollered the girls. They were trying to rush 
my story to the same speed as the alcohol 
pumping through their blood. 


you doing.. 

What was she talking about? 

I nervously nodded, slowly caught in her 
net. 

She kissed me. She just flat out kissed me. 
She was so sweet, so soft yet so calculated. 

She knew I was putty in her hands, yet she 
was being gentle. She lowered herself right 
onto my lap as the train crashed to a start. 
We bounced around, magnetically bound 
together. 

It was like an article out of penthouse!” 

“Well, maybe from the far less popular 
version of penthouse that's all dirty ass 
traveller-core!” Emmy cackled. She couldn't 
even get it all out without laughing. She was 
hanging off of me now. The story had her 
how I like her, unable to keep her hands off of 
me. You could tell that our hosts were loving 
the story too. Ever so slightly daydreaming 
of their own fantasies. People rarely go 
into detail for sexy stories, but I thought to 
myself; we're all human here and we are ALL 
drunk. Everyone's into it, let's do this. 

I took another swig of drink and started up 
again. 

“But yeah, doesn't matter what version of 
Penthouse it could've been from.” Sharply 
darting my eyes at Emmy. “It was unREAL. 
I had this beautiful half naked girl jump into 
my lap out of nowhere. 

I didn't even realize that I wasn't still fucking 
sleeping until I felt her breasts pressed up 
against mine.” 

“No way! It was really happening?!” 
Racquelle screeched out. 

“Ya dude, this sexy train godess of passion 
was as real as they come, and was way more 
into riding me than the train. I remember 
her nipples being so hard. It was freezing 
out, we should have been freezing too. Our 
nipples knew it was cold, but the rest of our 
roekin bods had no fuckinii due. Other than 






when a brave word was needed. I watched 
honest people, journalists, educators, 
lawyers, stand up and defend a small band of 
bookmakers against predation from corrupt 
business. I saw a man, himself struggling 
with all of life’s problems, throw open his 
doors to shelter a desperate soul. Its in these 
dark years that compassion glows brightest, 
the incandescence of fellowship lighting the 
way forward when hope and promise have 
set below the horizon. Thank you, friends. 

Its cold now, but grass and leaves and geese 
will soon return, unbelievable but true. 
Winter is life, as sure as spring is life. Pain 
and longing are life. To be alone is to be 
alive; the dead feel no such torment. 


I have an upper respiratory infection, what 
used to be called a cold, but Im going up 
into the mountains on the 25 th , my day off, 
to walk, alone and alive, every sandpaper 
breath an affirmation of the sweet pain of 
being. Its quiet up there, only waterfalls 
and the wind, sometimes trees creaking 
back and forth. You might guess that I go up 
there to think, to straighten out my mind, 
and I try that from time to time, but it never 
works. Like the city, and my chest, my mind 
is congested. Marching up, beset on all sides 
by the grace of nature, perfection unfolding 
in front of me with every crest and ravine, 
its sacramental. Surrender to nature grants a 
plenary indulgence, an absolution of our sins 
in civilization. I push myself up and down 
these peaks, endorphins mixing with divine 
vision; its energetic, and profound, but it 
doesn’t speak to me about the problems of 
men. 


What to do? These cities, these services, 
they’re consuming us. Swallowing up our 
lives, our farms, our forests, in Honduras, 
and Ghana, and here. Ozone and caribou, 
lipping away, 
erverse order 
at work, a 
i c i o u s 
ircle, a 
self- 



lechnology, mechanization, whatever you 
call it, is a violent bedfellow. Is it our tool? Or 
does it command us, as a great, unthinking 
god? The organic world is giving way to 
the inorganic, the biodiversity of the planet 
shrinking to make room for the proliferation 
of alloys and polymers. What to do? 

You know the answer; maybe you’re 
living the answer. It’s so simple. Work 
with your hands. Think for yourself, 
with your own observations, prepared to 
make your own mistakes. Master your 
own technologies. Make your own music. 
Practice a culture born of your own place. 
I’m not afraid of civilization, or its ravenous 
offspring, technology. But I am wary of 
my relationship with them. Am I using 
culture to create the best version of myself? 
Or does it just employ me as an economic 
engine, turning my time into financial 
instruments? When I’m back home on the 
farm, I know the answer to this question. 


Gripes and ministrations go to: thaddeus. 
christian@gmail.com. 



“It’s a mess out there, looks like you’ll be 
having to stay with us for the night” he said 
with a grin as his lovely wife ladled another 
few sips of their homebrew into my cup. 
These guys are the best kind; my favorite 
neighbours, my best friends. Living off- 
grid has taught me a lot about appreciation. 
These two, Racquelle and Pike, were damn 
worthy of it. They lived a rambling life back 
in the day, as did I, and we just so happened 
to be once again sharing the same path. 
Emmy and I were happy to say fuck it to 
the dangerous drive back to our farm to 
stay the night; warm, safe and in wonderful 
company. 


do! I’m telling it anyway.” 

Emmy grabbed at my thigh. 

“It was a cold night kinda like this one, right, 
but with a bunch less snow. And I was on my 
way from Montreal out to Fredricton to visit 
a friend.” 

Everyone’s glazed eyes were focused (as 
much as they could be) on the story falling 
from my lips. “It took like 14 hours or 
something ridiculous for me and my buddy 
to catch our train. So needless to say... we had 
had a few beers by this time. Within 2 hours 
of hopping out, my buddy realizes he forgot 
something (ever-so-fucking-important) 
back downtown and jumped off near a 
highway to head back. I said good riddance 
and good luck in no particular order and 
drifted off to sleep. Typical train ride, I 
thought. Fucking cold, fucking hungry and 
lonely as shit. I figured I’d just sleep off the 
beer while I waited for my stop.” 

“..this doesnt sound sexy, you yahoo!” 
hollered the girls. They were trying to rush 
my story to the same speed as the alcohol 
pumping through their blood. 

Yet the story of this particular encounter 
couldn’t be rushed. Also, I took satisfaction 
from having them waiting on my words. 

“Woah there, hang on now! This is where 
shit gets interesting...” I replied, and they 
both leaned in. 

“Alright so I’m sleeping, right? And I had 
the craziest fucking dream. The train slows 
down, bangs around a bit. I stay sleeping 
through it, but just barely. And someone 
starts clanking around in my bucket! 

I thought I was busted for sure and held my 
breath and just stayed asleep. Until I heard 
this curious voice swearing as she clunked 
around getting her gear over and in. Her 
long brown dreads were highlighted with 
bits of her travels. Some sweet animal teeth, 
a bead or two and a patch of blond. I was 
stuck, I was just sitting there all wrapped up 
in my sleeping bag, staring with my damn 
mouth hanging open. She was so beautiful. 
She was the best cirl I had ever dreamed up! 


me. You could tell that our hosts were loving 
the story too. Ever so slightly daydreaming 
of their own fantasies. People rarely go 
into detail for sexy stories, but I thought to 
myself; we’re all human here and we are ALL 
drunk. Everyone’s into it, let’s do this. 

I took another swig of drink and started up 
again. 

“But yeah, doesn’t matter what version of 
Penthouse it could’ve been from.” Sharply 
darting my eyes at Emmy. “It was unREAL. 
I had this beautiful half naked girl jump into 
my lap out of nowhere. 

I didn’t even realize that I wasn’t still fucking 
sleeping until I felt her breasts pressed up 
against mine.” 

“No way! It was really happening?!” 
Racquelle screeched out. 

“Ya dude, this sexy train godess of passion 
was as real as they come, and was way more 
into riding me than the train. I remember 
her nipples being so hard. It was freezing 
out, we should have been freezing too. Our 
nipples knew it was cold, but the rest of our 
rockin bods had no fucking clue. Other than 
the brief moment where her hair caught 
my septum, I was in heaven. You could see 
her breath blow out hot then blend into the 
night air with every exhale. Clouds of smoke 
around us as we gasped. I moved from 
grabbing the back of her gorgeous head to 
running my fingers down her back until 
I was pulling her ass into me. I flipped her 
onto her back. I don’t even know how her 
sleeping bag was out, but it was. And it was 
perfect. I laid her back onto our makeshift 
bed and found myself almost inspecting her. 
She was too perfect, too soft. She allowed me 
to disrobe her further. I was in ecstasy. 

We pressed into each other. Moaning as we 
rocked back and forth, over and over. 

She took control, tearing into me like I was 
a long awaited present. Moving quickly 
but also holding back, sure not to miss a 
moment. 

She now straddled my lap. I sat up and 
held her perfectly in place. I could feel the 













there to think, to straighten out my mind, 
and I try that from time to time, but it never 
works. Like the city, and my chest, my mind 
is congested. Marching up, beset on all sides 
by the grace of nature, perfection unfolding 
in front of me with every crest and ravine, 
its sacramental. Surrender to nature grants a 
plenary indulgence, an absolution of our sins 
in civilization. I push myself up and down 
these peaks, endorphins mixing with divine 
vision; its energetic, and profound, but it 
doesn’t speak to me about the problems of 
men. 

What to do? These cities, these services, 
they’re consuming us. Swallowing up our 
lives, our farms, our forests, in Honduras, 
and Ghana, and here. Ozone and caribou, 
fox, oxen, ^•N^^lipping away. 
There’s a '—j |V|1 \nerverse order 
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Strangers on a Train 

“Its a mess out there, looks like youTl be 
having to stay with us for the night” he said 
with a grin as his lovely wife ladled another 
few sips of their homebrew into my cup. 
These guys are the best kind; my favorite 
neighbours, my best friends. Living off- 
grid has taught me a lot about appreciation. 
These two, Racquelle and Pike, were damn 
worthy of it. They lived a rambling life back 
in the day, as did I, and we just so happened 
to be once again sharing the same path. 
Emmy and I were happy to say fuck it to 
the dangerous drive back to our farm to 
stay the night; warm, safe and in wonderful 
company. 

Ahh and Emmy, the love of my dishevelled 
life. I looked across the room magically lit 
bv lantern light and saw how it 



Yet the story of this particular encounter 
couldn’t be rushed. Also, I took satisfaction 
from having them waiting on my words. 

“Woah there, hang on now! This is where 
shit gets interesting...” I replied, and they 
both leaned in. 

“Alright so I’m sleeping, right? And I had 
the craziest fucking dream. The train slows 
down, bangs around a bit. I stay sleeping 
through it, but just barely. And someone 
starts clanking around in my bucket! 

I thought I was busted for sure and held my 
breath and just stayed asleep. Until I heard 
this curious voice swearing as she clunked 
around getting her gear over and in. Her 
long brown dreads were highlighted with 
bits of her travels. Some sweet animal teeth, 
a bead or two and a patch of blond. I was 
stuck, I was just sitting there all wrapped up 
in my sleeping bag, staring with my damn 
mouth hanging open. She was so beautiful. 
She was the best girl I had ever dreamed up! 
And she looked back at me with a flirty grin, 
‘....heeeeeey.....? You alright there lady? Sorry 
if I startled ya. Mind if I ride along?’ her 
sound so enticing. 

Do I mind? Do I fucking mind? Lord woman! 
My mind is racing through thoughts of all 
the trouble we could get up to on this long 
long lonely journey!” “That was in my head 
of course, I just said... ya..sure..” 

Even Pike chuckled to that one, and he’s a 
hard get. 

“So, she just stared back at me. After a minute 
(or what felt like a thousand) she crouched 
down to look me square in my eyes. After 
another couple thousand minutes, she 
simply said, ‘May I?’ with seduction. 

May you? May you what? You may do a lot 
of things, you might do anything you like 
with a body like that. You may not like all 
the things that I would be comfortable with 


the brief moment where her hair caught 
my septum, I was in heaven. You could see 
her breath blow out hot then blend into the 
night air with every exhale. Clouds of smoke 
around us as we gasped. I moved from 
grabbing the back of her gorgeous head to 
running my fingers down her back until 
I was pulling her ass into me. I flipped her 
onto her back. I don’t even know how her 
sleeping bag was out, but it was. And it was 
perfect. I laid her back onto our makeshift 
bed and found myself almost inspecting her. 
She was too perfect, too soft. She allowed me 
to disrobe her further. I was in ecstasy. 

We pressed into each other. Moaning as we 
rocked back and forth, over and over. 

She took control, tearing into me like I was 
a long awaited present. Moving quickly 
but also holding back, sure not to miss a 
moment. 

She now straddled my lap. I sat up and 
held her perfectly in place. I could feel the 
strength of a bear within me as I grasped her 
back, tightly pressing her close to me. Our 
naked bodies were totally intertwined and 
glistening. If it wasn’t for the whistling wind 
and the metal beast we rode on, our sounds 
could’ve travelled for miles into the night. 
The train bounced hard, and we bounced 
harder. We pushed and pulled and moaned 
and screamed. I took my fingers out from 
inside her and the steam misted into the air. 
It was so fucking epic. I began to kiss her 
inner thighs and then up to her pelvic bone, 
moving closer. 

I was slow. She grabbed me, made me fast. I 
kissed and stroked and loved every inch of 
her. I felt the moment where all her muscles 
tightened and clenched, pushing her mouth 
open but silent. A silence I could actually 
hear. Then I relished in feeling that sweet 
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mountain-moving release that encouraged 
the godess to sink deep into the blankets. 

To which I followed her down. We wrapped 
ourselves tightly together, and slept as one 
weird looking pretzel person in a sea of 
blankets on a steel fucking dragon.” 

“Alright dude ENOUGH!!! I cant take it! I 
am going to bed.” Racquelle interrupted. 
“And Pike you’ll be right behind me if you 
know whats good fer ya...” 

Pike was too drunk to be embarrassed or shy 
this late in the night. 

He understood her offer, said his goodnights 
and quickly followed her. 

“Woah guys! That’s it? You don’t want 
to know who....” Emmy shushed me and 
winked, encouraging me to let them go have 
their own adventure. She whispered to me 
how she loved that story. I took to my feet 
which were undoubtedly shaky from all the 
wobbly pop. Emmy giggled, kissed my cheek 
and led me to our bunk, where we poured 
ourselves into bed. Just as I thought the 
night had called it quits, she sat up to look 
me square in my eyes. 

Under the moonlight I was lost once again. 
Lost to the night and to that woman. The 
familiar warmth rushed through me as she 
softly whispered, “May I?...” 



“Be exactly who you want to be, 

Do what you want to do, 

I am me and she is she, 

But you re the only you!' 

-'Big A, Little A’ by Crass 

So a little while back Adam from Pioneers 
Press gave me a mini-interview as part of 
their “Five Questions we alwavs ask peo- 


If I’m ready to move on next fall? Sure I can 
always just leave, but it just wouldn’t be right. 

Also. Lots of days I fucking hate my job (as 
much fun as it is to have a job title of “pull¬ 
ing wrench for John Deere” it is sadly in fact, 
still a job). I don’t have any friends at work 
(there are folks I’m friendly with, but no one 
I’ve ever hung out with outside of work). Ac¬ 
tually, a lot of the other mechanics are shitty 
racist, sexist, bigots. I’m currently in a drawn 
out fight with one of my coworkers cause I 
told him to stop making homophobic jokes 
and comments to me, that I don’t think 
they’re funny (I’m gay, and he knows this), 
and he totally refuses. I eventually brought 
our boss into it, because in Manitoba (may¬ 
be even all of Canada) it’s actually illegal to 
make homophobic comments to your queer 
coworkers. This, of course, has just made 
things worse. Why do I have to deal with 
this bullshit. Why don’t I just quit? 

Also, this summer I did something real¬ 
ly stupid. This mechanic gig is the first job 
that I’ve ever had where I basically make 
so much money that I can pretty much do 
whatever I want, whenever I want (as long as 
I’m not working, my Catch 22). So what did 
I do with this? Well probably what anyone 
who’s main source of income for the major¬ 
ity of their adult life was panhandling and 
welfare cheques, I spent it all like the money 
was on fire and burning my hands. It didn’t 
even matter what I was buying, I just had to 
spend it. There was a three month period 
where I didn’t cook a single thing at home, I 
literally ate out for every single meal. 

Soon after starting work I also I found out 
that for the very first time in my life I was 
able to get credit at the bank. You would 
think I would have known better, I’ve heard 
so many horror stories about credit and 
knew I wanted no part of that bullshit. But 
nonetheless, over the course of 4 months I 
went from never having a credit card before, 
to being forty-five THOUSAND dollars in 
debt. I seriously don’t even understand how 
that even happened. I mean, hello Mr. Bank- 


Actually, every day on my drive home I 
think about what I learnt (or got more ex¬ 
perience at) that day. For example, today I 
finished putting together the injector pump 
of an 8440 (big 4x4 tractor from the 80s). 
I was told to look at this tractor because it 
was leaking from somewhere on the right 
side, likely around the pump. I, all on my 
own, found 4 different leaks, fixed them 
all, and sent the tractor on its way. I was so 
proud of myself not just that I did the job 
right, but I did it smoothly, without having 
to ask any of the other techs or my boss for 
help. There is a lot of pride in correctly di¬ 
agnosing a problem and fixing it without 
trouble. That shit is my jam. That feeling I 
get when I’m done is the reason I love be¬ 
ing a mechanic. The first time I ever took off 
and reinstalled an injector pump it took me 
probably 8 hours, this one took me about 4. 
Gimme another year and I bet I can do it in 
less than 2. But If I quit this job, I won’t get 
better. The sheer amount you learn as a full¬ 
time apprentice technician vs. being a hobby 
mechanic working on your truck is fucking 
ridiculous (not in any way trying to knock 
backyard mechanics, y’all rule). But yea, this 
job is worth it because what I want (being an 
expert mechanic) won’t happen without me 
putting in the grunt work to learn it all, so I 
chug through it. 

And as for this money/debt fiasco. Well, it’s a 
learning experience too. I learnt that I know 
absolutely fuck all about how to budget, and 
I need to figure out how to save money. My 
end goal with being a ticketed mechanic is 
that I can make a very large hourly wage, so 
I can work a lot less. I can’t work all harvest 
to have enough cash for winter if I can’t save 
and budget my money. So I can happily take 
that away from the whole experience. And I 
mean, yea I went really far into debt, but it’s 
not like I drank all that money away (thank 
fuck I’m sober now or else I would have). 
I bought a lot of useful shit that is making 
my life a lot better. I finished building and 
insulating my house (that I am thoroughly 
enjoying being in as I write this). I bought 
my dream truck (2001 Dodge Ram Ya ton, 


are still around (I mean, more than just my 
monthly payments). And although I think 
what I did was totally dumb, I’m not going 
to beat myself up too much about it. Life is 
a series of mistakes and successes. Here’s to 
learning from our mistakes. 

So yea, even though my life is fucking far 
from perfect, and on some days is down¬ 
right depressing, I wouldn’t rather be doing 
anything else. I love my life and all its im¬ 
perfections. Not to say that I don’t still get 
depressed. I mean, I live alone in the woods, 
extremely isolated from other rural punks. 
That gets depressing, and money is playing 
a bigger role in my life than it’s ever played 
before, that’s really depressing. But this is my 
life, and if push ever came to shove, I could 
just burn my cabin, quit my job, declare 
bankruptcy, walk away from all this and I 
would still be Gretchen. And I know I could 
still survive. Nothing is holding me back or 
keeping me stuck. I’m here because I want 
to be. 

1) Well, finished is really subjective. My cab¬ 
in is dry and warm, although the current 
outer layer is housewrap on the outside and 
poly on the inside. 

2) I actually don’t have any regrets about 
having face tattoos, I think they are great to 
have in a rural setting, cause you deter the 
pretentious assholes from interacting with 
you and you attract the awesome small town 
weirdos 

3) Note to self: Do not accidently leave a 
copy of this issue on the table in the break 
room. 

*** 

Also: as an update to my column in last is¬ 
sue. I feel like I want to say that after having 
written that my smartfone was the last thing 
I saw at night, and the first thing I saw in 
the morning I felt really gross about it. So I 
went and bought a cheap alarm clock and I 
now keep my phone downstairs at night. It is 
actually fucked up how much it has changed 
my sleeping pattern. 1 have been reading ac- 
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how she loved that story. I took to my feet 
which were undoubtedly shaky from all the 
wobbly pop. Emmy giggled, kissed my cheek 
and led me to our bunk, where we poured 
ourselves into bed. Just as I thought the 
night had called it quits, she sat up to look 
me square in my eyes. 

Under the moonlight I was lost once again. 
Lost to the night and to that woman. The 
familiar warmth rushed through me as she 
softly whispered, “May I?...” 



“Be exactly who you want to be , 

Do what you want to do, 

I am me and she is she, 

But you re the only you? 

-'Big A, Little A by Crass 

So a little while back Adam from Pioneers 
Press gave me a mini-interview as part of 
their “Five questions we always ask peo¬ 
ple we love” feature on their blog. The fifth 
question was: If you could do anything in 
the world right now (as long as it obeys the 
known laws of physics) what would it be? 

I thought about this for a while, trying to 
think of a witty punk-as-fuck answer (like 
hopping trains to watch APPALACHIAN 
TERROR UNIT and NUX VOMICA open 
for a NAUSEA/DYSTOPIA/AUS-ROTTEN 
reunion show, or rebuilding Montreal’s Fat- 
tal lofts in the middle of a field here in Man¬ 
itoba and starting a giant punk commune), 
but what I wrote was the truth. I’m already 
doing what I want. My life: moving out here, 
building a cabin, apprenticing as an Ag Tech, 
starting and running The Grind. All of this 
shit I’m doing, I only do it cause I want to. 

Usually that is easy to remember, like after I 
Buck Shit Up with my chainsaw, or when I 
go mudding, or I learn something new and 
exciting at work, or when I curl up next to 
the woodstove with my dog and a book with 
MTTTTT.ATTON RTTF.S nlavintr on mv solar 


Also, this summer I did something real¬ 
ly stupid. This mechanic gig is the first job 
that I’ve ever had where I basically make 
so much money that I can pretty much do 
whatever I want, whenever I want (as long as 
I’m not working, my Catch 22). So what did 
I do with this? Well probably what anyone 
who’s main source of income for the major¬ 
ity of their adult life was panhandling and 
welfare cheques, I spent it all like the money 
was on fire and burning my hands. It didn’t 
even matter what I was buying, I just had to 
spend it. There was a three month period 
where I didn’t cook a single thing at home, I 
literally ate out for every single meal. 

Soon after starting work I also I found out 
that for the very first time in my life I was 
able to get credit at the bank. You would 
think I would have known better, I’ve heard 
so many horror stories about credit and 
knew I wanted no part of that bullshit. But 
nonetheless, over the course of 4 months I 
went from never having a credit card before, 
to being forty-five THOUSAND dollars in 
debt. I seriously don’t even understand how 
that even happened. I mean, hello Mr. Bank¬ 
er! I have fucking tattoos all over my face!! 
You should see that as a clear indication that 
I have a history of making poor life choices 2 . 
You probably shouldn’t give me whatever I 
ask for, no questions. Maybe you should just 
give me a credit card and see how I do with 
that for a while. (I don’t actually blame my 
banker for this, I dug myself into this hole. 
But really, that guy was way too trusting.) 

Anyways, those are three examples of things 
that are a sources of stress for me. But still, 
given the option, I wouldn’t change them. 

I built this cabin because I needed stabili¬ 
ty in my life. I wanted to be settled, and I 
wasn’t going to wait for the perfect scenario 
to come and bite me in the ass. I complete¬ 
ly lack the ability to sit around and just wait 
for shit to happen. I have to actively be do¬ 
ing something to better the scenario. Maybe 
building a house will turn out to have been 
a bad idea. Who knows what the future 
brings. But I will never regret building it. 
Better than sitting on my ass, living in an 


better. The sheer amount you learn as a full¬ 
time apprentice technician vs. being a hobby 
mechanic working on your truck is fucking 
ridiculous (not in any way trying to knock 
backyard mechanics, y’all rule). But yea, this 
job is worth it because what I want (being an 
expert mechanic) won’t happen without me 
putting in the grunt work to learn it all, so I 
chug through it. 

And as for this money/debt fiasco. Well, it’s a 
learning experience too. I learnt that I know 
absolutely fuck all about how to budget, and 
I need to figure out how to save money. My 
end goal with being a ticketed mechanic is 
that I can make a very large hourly wage, so 
I can work a lot less. I can’t work all harvest 
to have enough cash for winter if I can’t save 
and budget my money. So I can happily take 
that away from the whole experience. And I 
mean, yea I went really far into debt, but it’s 
not like I drank all that money away (thank 
fuck I’m sober now or else I would have). 
I bought a lot of useful shit that is making 
my life a lot better. I finished building and 
insulating my house (that I am thoroughly 
enjoying being in as I write this). I bought 
my dream truck (2001 Dodge Ram 3 4 ton, 
with a Cummins turbo diesel of course). 
I got an ATV, chainsaw, solar setup, and a 
bunch of other little shit that making liv¬ 
ing off-grid and in the bush a lot easier (no 
more screaming at trees cause I can’t get my 
dumpstered Homealite chainsaw to start). 
Plus, let’s just say that the Snap-On Tools 
salesman and I have become very well ac- 
quainted. So the effects of^oin^into 


keeping me stuck. I’m here because I want 
to be. 

1) Well, finished is really subjective. My cab¬ 
in is dry and warm, although the current 
outer layer is housewrap on the outside and 
poly on the inside. 

2) I actually don’t have any regrets about 
having face tattoos, I think they are great to 
have in a rural setting, cause you deter the 
pretentious assholes from interacting with 
you and you attract the awesome small town 
weirdos 

3) Note to self: Do not accidently leave a 
copy of this issue on the table in the break 
room. 


Also: as an update to my column in last is¬ 
sue. I feel like I want to say that after having 
written that my smartfone was the last thing 
I saw at night, and the first thing I saw in 
the morning I felt really gross about it. So I 
went and bought a cheap alarm clock and I 
now keep my phone downstairs at night. It is 
actually fucked up how much it has changed 
my sleeping pattern. I have been reading ac¬ 
tual books before falling asleep at night and 
waking up feeling a lot more rested, even 
though I’m still getting the same number of 
hours of sleep every night. I challenge any 
of you who sleep with their phones to keep 
your phone in another room (or just turn it 
off) at night for at least a week. I bet you’ll 
have a much better sleep too. 


^iebt^ 



Dar Stellabotta 
( 443 ) 994-4251 
compose2005@yahoo.com 
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Owl- The Owl represents 
wisdom and those that 
are most active when the 
sun goes down. 



Dragon Fly Joy- The dragon 
fly represents transformation 
and adaptability in life. 


Howl at the Moon- 
A Wolf howling at the moon 
symbolizes the wild spirit 
we have. 






pie we love” feature on their blog. The fifth 
question was: If you could do anything in 
the world right now (as long as it obeys the 
known laws of physics) what would it be? 

I thought about this for a while, trying to 
think of a witty punk-as-fuck answer (like 
hopping trains to watch APPALACHIAN 
TERROR UNIT and NUX VOMICA open 
for a NAUSEA/DYSTOPIA/AUS-ROTTEN 
reunion show, or rebuilding Montreal's Fat- 
tal lofts in the middle of a field here in Man¬ 
itoba and starting a giant punk commune), 
but what I wrote was the truth. I'm already 
doing what I want. My life: moving out here, 
building a cabin, apprenticing as an Ag Tech, 
starting and running The Grind. All of this 
shit I'm doing, I only do it cause I want to. 

Usually that is easy to remember, like after I 
Buck Shit Up with my chainsaw, or when I 
go mudding, or I learn something new and 
exciting at work, or when I curl up next to 
the woodstove with my dog and a book with 
MUTILATION RITES playing on my solar 
powered record player. 

Sometimes, however, remembering that I 
still want this life can be really hard. Some¬ 
times I feel really fucking trapped with the 
decisions IVe made. 

For example, I just finished building a cab¬ 
in 1 . It was one of the hardest and most un¬ 
fun things IVe ever done, but now its com¬ 
pleted and it cost me like $ 10k to build. So 
I feel really tied down to this house, I have 
a lot invested in it (finically, emotionally). 
Sometimes I get worried cause what hap¬ 
pens if I decide I hate Ochre River (not that 
farfetched) or I fall in love with someone 
who lives somewhere else (also fairly realis¬ 
tic). Now I'm tied down, I've got to spend 
some time in this house I built. How long is 
enough to make it worth all the effort and 
money? 5 years? 10? Till she collapses? What 
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er! I have fucking tattoos all over my face!! 
You should see that as a clear indication that 
I have a history of making poor life choices 2 . 
You probably shouldn't give me whatever I 
ask for, no questions. Maybe you should just 
give me a credit card and see how I do with 
that for a while. (I don't actually blame my 
banker for this, I dug myself into this hole. 
But really, that guy was way too trusting.) 

Anyways, those are three examples of things 
that are a sources of stress for me. But still, 
given the option, I wouldn't change them. 

I built this cabin because I needed stabili¬ 
ty in my life. I wanted to be settled, and I 
wasn't going to wait for the perfect scenario 
to come and bite me in the ass. I complete¬ 
ly lack the ability to sit around and just wait 
for shit to happen. I have to actively be do¬ 
ing something to better the scenario. Maybe 
building a house will turn out to have been 
a bad idea. Who knows what the future 
brings. But I will never regret building it. 
Better than sitting on my ass, living in an 
apartment, waiting for the perfect situation 
to come along. 

As far as work goes. Yea, a lot of my co¬ 
workers can be pretty big douchebags 3 but 
I'm not working there to make friends. I'm 
working there to learn. I'm not going to let 
some homophobic asshole stop me from 
reaching for my dream. I want to be a really 
good mechanic (not just a good mechanic 
for a girl , but a damn fine mechanic any way 
you slice it). The only way I'm going to get 
better at this shit is by figuring it out. This 
job is the perfect place for me to learn. I have 
a really caring and understanding boss. He 
is constantly giving me evermore challeng¬ 
ing jobs. Even if I fuck up, he never really 
gets mad at me, as long as I try to learn from 
my mistakes (like the other week when I test 
ran a half a million dollar combine, only to 
realize that I left a chunk of cast iron inside 
when I was working on it and caused a few 
grand worth of damage). 


with a Cummins turbo diesel of course). 
I got an ATV, chainsaw, solar setup, and a 
bunch of other little shit that making liv¬ 
ing off-grid and in the bush a lot easier (no 
more screaming at trees cause I can't get my 
dumpstered Homealite chainsaw to start). 
Plus, let's just say that the Snap-On Tools 
salesman and I have become very well ac- 
quainted. So the effects of going into debt 


tual books before falling asleep at night and 
waking up feeling a lot more rested, even 
though I'm still getting the same number of 
hours of sleep every night. I challenge any 
of you who sleep with their phones to keep 
your phone in another room (or just turn it 
off) at night for at least a week. I bet you'll 
have a much better sleep too. 







Dar Stellabotta 
( 443 ) 994-4251 
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HOODIES 
T-Shirts 

TANK TOPS 

Patches 

He Dye Available 


Owl- The Owl represents 
wisdom and those that 
are most active when the 
sun goes down. 

Freedom Eagle- The Eagle 
represents freedom of the 
mind, body and soul. 
Breaking free from what 
enslaves you. 



Dragon Fly Joy- The dragon 
fly represents transformation 
and adaptability in life. 


Howl at the Moon- 
A Wolf howling at the moon 
symbolizes the wild spirit 
we have. 


Sea Turtle Power- 
Peaceful and serene the 
Sea Turlte glides thru the 
water. Although passive and 
non aggressive, patience always 
wins the race. 


Universe Frog- Although the / \ f 
frog is small and fragile, / || f 4 
it too has a vital roll in - m. 

the universe. 


The Mighty Orca- 
Majestic and powerful, 
the Orca represents 
strength and tranquility. 


Hard Worker Beaver- The 
Beaver represents the 
hard worker in all of us. 



Bear Paw Courage- Courage. 


Mama or Papa Bear- 
The Mama Bear design shows 
the importance of love and 
nuturing from any parent or 
guardian. 


Warrior. 


Please visit my site: www.DarStellabotta.com/DarDistro 
for custom orders. 


Tie Dye 
items 
by: 

KB 

CREATIONS 


For items already made please visit: 
http://www.etsy.com/shop/MysticalMerchantHut 
si? Like us on Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/MysticalMerchantHutHuntingtown 
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by Henry Carr 

One of the most important parts of ethi¬ 
cal hunting is a clean shot and a clean, fast 
kill. It is important to know how far you 
can shoot and remain accurate. I re-zero all 
the guns I hunt with at least once per year. 
This systematic technique might be obvious 
to some of you, but I am sure glad someone 
taught me! Sighting in (“zeroing”) a new 
gun/scope can be frustrating enough with¬ 
out a bunch of jerks at the shooting range 
staring at you. This will also work for shot¬ 
guns or pistols with adjustable rifle-style 
sights or scopes. 

Telescopic sights (scopes): Most scopes are 
of variable power, fixed ones are rare but 




and then you can point the laser at a wall 
and dial in the scope or sights accordingly. 
This will at least get your gun hitting the 
target. If your gun has a non-removable 
muzzle brake, flash hider, or other such 
contraption (military style rifles) a regular 
muzzle-mounted boresighter probably will 
not fit. There are laser boresighters available 
specific to each cartridge that you load into 
your chamber and then they work similar to 
a regular boresighter. 

Sighting in with a target 

After having your gun boresighted, finish 
the job by fine-tuning it in on a target. 

If you must go to a shooting range, try to go 
during off hours, on a weekday not right be¬ 
fore a hunting season starts, because its less 
crowded. Don’t bother going on a windy 
day. 


reach your shooting bench or vehicle, which 
should be located at a known distance such 
as 100 yards. Here you can fine-tune your 
zero until your 3 round groups are very ac¬ 
curate and consistent. 

When zeroing your gun, consider where you 
will be hunting. Its best to zero your gun for 
the distance you want to be most accurate at, 
and know your limitations. For forested ar¬ 
eas or field edges, 100 yards should be good. 
While you are still at the range, try shoot¬ 
ing at lesser and greater distances and see 
how it affects your accuracy. An accurate 
method is to shoot three rounds, draw a cir¬ 
cle around them, and find the average point 
of impact. Keep in mind if you’re shooting 
way closer than you zeroed your gun for, you 
will want to aim low. If you’re taking a much 
longer shot than your zero, which I don’t 
recommend, you would have to aim high. 
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prefer a certain brand o? ammunition, type 
or weight of bullet—this mostly has to do 
with the rifling inside the barrel. Start with 
your most easily obtained ammo option and 
if it ain’t broke don’t fix it. Keep in mind a 
heavier bullet will hit harder but arc sooner, 
while a lighter bullet may be more accurate 
for a larger range of distances. Bullet weight 
is measured in grains, which can be confus¬ 
ing because gunpowder is also measured in 
grains. An example is that the most com¬ 
mon .30-06 ammo is 180gr, but many .30-06 
rifles are more accurate with 150gr or 165gr. 

Range safety 

There will usually be a group consensus on 
when it is time to go down range and check 
your targets, put up new targets, etc. It is 
best to either bring your gun, keeping it 
pointed toward the ground or sky, or leave 
your gun with the chamber empty sitting on 
the shooting bench. Don’t trust the safety. 


What to bring: 

-Eye and ear protection. 

-The correct wrench/tool to adjust your 
scope or sights. A small coin works well for 
adjusting the dials on most scopes. 

-Pack of targets - paper plates work fine 
but they do sell targets for sighting in that 
have a grid to help you know how many 
clicks to adjust the dials on your scope. 
-Something to attach targets, like a staple 
gun. 

-A spotting scope or high-powered binocu¬ 
lars will save you a lot of walking down to 
look at your targets. 


A little more about scopes 

If you want a scope, buy the best scope 
and mounts you can afford, and follow the 
instructions for mounting. It’s best to just 
bring your gun (and all your money) to 
the store with you, because they can check 
fitment before you buy and may even do 
free mounting and/or boresighting. Prop¬ 
er mounts are not cheap, but it is a lot bet¬ 
ter than constantly loosing accuracy. You 
may have to use some threadlocker such 
as Loctite on the mounting screws. Bot¬ 
tom shelf cheap scopes often don’t work—I 


The more comfortable you get with guns, the 
more likely you are to forget the following 
basic safety rules. 

Be sure of your target and beyond 
Always point the firearm in a safe direction 
Treat every firearm as if it were loaded 
Shit! Keep your finger out of the trigger 
guard until vou are readv to shoot 








they’re still out there. For zeroing, these can 
be adjusted for windage and elevation by 
two dials on the side. Windage moves your 
bullet side-to-side and elevation moves your 
bullet up or down. Each click of a dial will 
move your bullethole a certain amount de¬ 
pending on your scope - it is usually written 
on the dial or in the manual. Example: each 
click may move your bullethole l A ” at 100 
yards. 

Pig 1 shows correct alignment between your 
right picture and point of impact (the white 
lots just above the sight pictures). A-G are 
various open sights, and H is some kind of 
>eep sight. 

[ron Sights: Iron sights are adequate and 
wen preferred for many situations. There 
ire many different styles out there. Many 
)pen sights have a fixed front post and an 
idjustable rear sight, some the other way 
iround, and some both front and rear are 
idjustable. Peep sights (“aperture sights”) 
lave a tiny hole that you look through for a 
rear sight. Ghost ring sights are similar, but 
lave a larger hole for shorter range shooting 
vith faster target acquisition. The ultimate 
►etup for a multi-purpose rifle is a scope 


Sighting in with a target 

After having your gun boresighted, finish 
the job by fine-tuning it in on a target. 

If you must go to a shooting range, try to go 
during off hours, on a weekday not right be¬ 
fore a hunting season starts, because its less 
crowded. Dont bother going on a windy 
day. 

What to bring: 

-Eye and ear protection. 

-The correct wrench/tool to adjust your 
scope or sights. A small coin works well for 
adjusting the dials on most scopes. 

-Pack of targets - paper plates work fine 
but they do sell targets for sighting in that 
have a grid to help you know how many 
clicks to adjust the dials on your scope. 
-Something to attach targets, like a staple 
gun. 

-A spotting scope or high-powered binocu¬ 
lars will save you a lot of walking down to 
look at your targets. 

-A bag for your garbage! 

Try to eliminate human error as a variable 
when zeroing your gun. You could buy a 
special shooting rest or sandbag, but a milk 
crate or stack of books works too. Support¬ 
ing the front and rear of the gun is ideal for 
getting the best zero. Then all you have to do 
is aim and fire. 

The classic way to shoot is take a deep 
breath. As you slowly exhale, gradually ap¬ 
ply pressure to the trigger. Focus on apply¬ 
ing this pressure straight back in line with 
the barrel. With practice you will be able to 
hold the trigger near its breaking point, so 
that you barely move your finger to actually 
fire. Hold your breath and fire. 

Many shooters flinch when they pull the 
trigger because they anticipate the recoil 
(kick). Rather than learning to compen¬ 
sate for this, it is possible to find and correct 
the habit. The best way is to have someone 
watch you as you fire. It is tempting to dry- 
fire (no ammunition) for practice, but this 
can actually damage the firing mechanism 


wnile you are still at tne range, try snoot¬ 
ing at lesser and greater distances and see 
how it affects your accuracy. An accurate 
method is to shoot three rounds, draw a cir¬ 
cle around them, and find the average point 
of impact. Keep in mind if you re shooting 
way closer than you zeroed your gun for, you 
will want to aim low. If you’re taking a much 
longer shot than your zero, which I dont 
recommend, you would have to aim high. 


rmes are more accurate wnn i^ugr or io^gr. 
Range safety 

There will usually be a group consensus on 
when it is time to go down range and check 
your targets, put up new targets, etc. It is 
best to either bring your gun, keeping it 
pointed toward the ground or sky, or leave 
your gun with the chamber empty sitting on 
the shooting bench. Dont trust the safety. 


A little more about scopes 

If you want a scope, buy the best scope 
and mounts you can afford, and follow the 
instructions for mounting. Its best to just 
bring your gun (and all your money) to 
the store with you, because they can check 
fitment before you buy and may even do 
free mounting and/or boresighting. Prop¬ 
er mounts are not cheap, but it is a lot bet¬ 
ter than constantly loosing accuracy. You 
may have to use some threadlocker such 
as Loctite on the mounting screws. Bot¬ 
tom shelf cheap scopes often dont work—I 
have learned the hard way more than once. 
When you are sighting the thing in and keep 
adjusting the dials but your bulletholes will 
not move, you are not crazy, it is the cheap 
scope. I have found that Bushnell and Nikon 
make good affordable scopes. 


The more comfortable you get with guns, the 
more likely you are to forget the following 
basic safety rules. 

Be sure of your target and beyond 
Always point the firearm in a safe direction 
Treat every firearm as if it were loaded 
Shit! Keep your finger out of the trigger 
euard until vou are readv to shoot 



Be safe, and happy shooting! 


Some stuff about ammo 

Every rifle is different, and some rifles truly 

















be adjusted for windage and elevation by 
two dials on the side. Windage moves your 
bullet side-to-side and elevation moves your 
bullet up or down. Each click of a dial will 
move your bullethole a certain amount de¬ 
pending on your scope - it is usually written 
on the dial or in the manual. Example: each 
click may move your bullethole l A ” at 100 
yards. 

Figl shows correct alignment between your 
right picture and point of impact (the white 
lots just above the sight pictures). A-G are 
various open sights, and H is some kind of 
>eep sight. 

[ron Sights: Iron sights are adequate and 
wen preferred for many situations. There 
ire many different styles out there. Many 
>pen sights have a fixed front post and an 
idjustable rear sight, some the other way 
iround, and some both front and rear are 
idjustable. Peep sights (“aperture sights”) 
lave a tiny hole that you look through for a 
ear sight. Ghost ring sights are similar, but 
lave a larger hole for shorter range shooting 
vith faster target acquisition. The ultimate 
»etup for a multi-purpose rifle is a scope 
vith some kind of iron sights for backup in 
>ad weather or scope failure (they are not ac- 
ually waterproof). This can be a little tricky 
:o set up on some guns that are designed for 
>ne or the other. A rule of thumb for adjust- 
ng any kind of iron sight is to move a rear 
right in the direction you want to bullet to 
move, but move a front sight the opposite of 
he direction you want the bullet to move. 

Etoresighting 

fhe easiest way to get your scope or iron 
rights in the ballpark (if they’re not already 
:here) is by having your gun boresighted - 
t can be frustrating and expensive burning 
hrough boxes of ammo trying to get your 
riiots to even start appearing on the target. 
Vlany shops will do this for free or cheap, 
especially if you are already giving them 
business. A regular laser boresighter tem- 


look at your targets. 

-A bag for your garbage! 

Try to eliminate human error as a variable 
when zeroing your gun. You could buy a 
special shooting rest or sandbag, but a milk 
crate or stack of books works too. Support¬ 
ing the front and rear of the gun is ideal for 
getting the best zero. Then all you have to do 
is aim and fire. 

The classic way to shoot is take a deep 
breath. As you slowly exhale, gradually ap¬ 
ply pressure to the trigger. Focus on apply¬ 
ing this pressure straight back in line with 
the barrel. With practice you will be able to 
hold the trigger near its breaking point, so 
that you barely move your finger to actually 
fire. Hold your breath and fire. 

Many shooters flinch when they pull the 
trigger because they anticipate the recoil 
(kick). Rather than learning to compen¬ 
sate for this, it is possible to find and correct 
the habit. The best way is to have someone 
watch you as you fire. It is tempting to dry- 
fire (no ammunition) for practice, but this 
can actually damage the firing mechanism 
of some guns, so dont do it if youre not sure. 
You can get plastic “dummy rounds” to put 
in the chamber so you are not firing on an 
empty chamber. Having someone watch 
you to make sure youre not flinching is most 
effective if you are firing a combination of 
live and dummy rounds, because you dont 
know which type youll shoot next. 

Take your boresighted gun and start 5 to 10 
paces from your target. Shoot 1 to 3 rounds, 
then adjust your scope/sights to bring your 
group of bullet holes closer to the bullseye. 
Shoot 1 to 3 more rounds and continue this 
process until you are satisfied (it does not 
have to be perfect yet, just close enough), 
then back up another 5 to 10 paces. Even¬ 
tually you can start backing up more than 5 
to 10 paces because your ammunition might 
cost over a dollar per round. If you walk too 
far out and are no longer hitting paper, go 


torn sneii cneap scopes oiien uom woijc— i 

have learned the hard way more than once. 

When you are sighting the thing in and keep 
adjusting the dials but your bulletholes will 
not move, you are not crazy, it is the cheap Be safe, and happy shooting! 
scope. I have found that Bushnell and Nikon 
make good affordable scopes. 
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(Robbed from New Zealand based punk zine 
AlwaysNeverFun.Reprintedwithpermission.) 

by Big Bird 

Fags, coffin nails, durries, duzzas, tailies, 
smokes, ciggies, doogans, rollies, cancer 
lollypops, whatever you want to call them, 
everyone knows that smoking is shit. Smok¬ 
ing harms your baby Smoking significantly 
increases your chance of stroke, heart and 
lung disease. Smoking makes your blood 
circulation go to shit. Smoking leaves you 
short of breath. Smoking lowers your life ex¬ 
pectancy and sperm count (potential benefit 
if you’re not the breeding type). Smoking 
harms you and others around you. Smoking 
gives you black gums and rotten teeth like 
the lady on the packet. Smoking is likely to 
give you cancer and make you die a horren¬ 
dously slow painful death, being the single 
greatest cause of preventable death globally. 
One evening you finally end up smooching 
that one you’ve had you’re eye on for some 
time, she takes you home and despite that 
wilful gleam in your eye, you just can’t man- 
age to get it up on account of the fact you’ve 
been drinking and smoking like a Rastafar¬ 
ian sailor for the past month. Tobacco com¬ 
panies are shit, extortionate taxes on low 
socio-economic vices are also shit. In many 
countries the tobacco industry uses child 
labour where children have to work long 
hours for shit pay, suffer physical and sexual 
abuse from their supervisors, and get ‘green 
tobacco sickness”, a form of nicotine poison¬ 
ing. When wet leaves are handled, nicotine 
from the leaves gets absorbed in the skin and 
causes nausea, vomiting and dizziness. It is 


ing and rolling cigarettes. Tobacco compa¬ 
nies recommend up to 16 separate applica¬ 
tions of pesticides just in the period between 
planting the seeds in greenhouses and trans¬ 
planting the young plants to the field. Pes¬ 
ticides often harm tobacco farmers because 
they are unaware of the health effects and 
the proper safety protocol for working with 
pesticides. These pesticides, as well as fertil¬ 
izers, end up in the soil, waterways, and the 
food chain. Most importantly, second hand 
smoke is fiickin horrible. 

Regardless of these well known truths, if 
you’re gonna do it, you might aswell do it 
yourself. Fuck making their pockets fatter 
while you pay them to bring about your own 
slow miserable demise. At the time of writ¬ 
ing this, a 50g pouch of tobacco in New Zea¬ 
land is around the $56 mark. While this is 
supposedly an incentive to make people give 
it up, it doesn’t do anything for the addict¬ 
ed except make you broke as fuck. Growing 
your own tobacco is easy, pretty much free 
and legal in many countries. Some countries 
such as Spain and Australia carry a harsher 
penalty for growing your own tobacco than 
for growing weed, pretty fuckin silly and 
hypocritical I say but that just goes to show 
who’s pulling the strings. But given the fact 
that the plants foliage hasn’t been embla- 
zened on hats, bling, bandanas, t-shirts, sun¬ 
glasses and the rest, and hence been made 
so iconic by hippies and gangsters alike that 
even your own nana would recognise it, 
who’s gonna know what it looks like? 

But don’t you need tropical conditions to 
grow it? Little known to most, tobacco used 


winter they will come to a standstill and start 
growing once things heat up again. Mine got 
to about 4 feet tall in Ireland, I’ve read that in 
New Zealand they get to about 6 or 7. They 
like a bit of sun and fertile, free draining 
soil. There are over 70 different varieties but 
the most commonly cultivated commercial 
variety is Nicotiana tabacum. They will get 
bigger if you put them in the ground but will 
do alright in pots. Plant the seeds in spring 
or early summer. Even if you don’t smoke 
but you have a vege garden, it’s good to plant 
around the edges as the slugs go mad for it 
and will hopefully eat the tobacco instead of 
your food. You can still use the leaves that 
the slugs have munched holes in for smok¬ 
ing as you’re gonna be cutting them up any¬ 
way. 

There are various methods of harvesting and 
curing tobacco but after doing a bit of read¬ 
ing and talking to a few people in the know, 
this seems to be the most straight forward 
way I found to do it, with the results better 
than expected. 

It’s best to pick the leaves when they are 
turning yellow/brown and dying off a bit. 
The less chlorophil (the green stuff inside 
leaves) in the leaves, the smoother it will be 
to smoke, although leaves that are still a bit 
green will be alright. They tend to start dying 
from the bottom, so if you have a few plants 
going you can work your way up the stem 
and do a few harvests as the leaves become 
ready. Pick them off and thread them by the 
stalk onto a bit of heavy thread or dental 
floss, something strong enough to take the 
weight. Leave enough space between each 
leaf so they are not touching each other. 
Hang them up somewhere cool and dry with 
a bit of air circulation for between 1 and 2 
months. 

Take the leaves down, pile about 5 or 6 of 
them on top of eachother and roll them 
up into a tight little wad. Tie them up with 


also use port, brandy or whiskey instead of 
rum, probably any spirit really. I’d say Buck- 
fast would be interesting? The sugars in the 
honey help the tobacco burn (as opposed to 
piling on a load of chemicals) as does the al¬ 
cohol, which also gives it flavour and helps 
dissolve the chlorophil. By chance I came 
across this stuff called Ron Miel Tobacco 
Honey Rum, it’s 22% alcohol and seemingly 
works wonders. Place the container in the 
hot water cupboard, or somewhere else it 
will keep warm, for 4 to 6 weeks minimum. 
Check on it every now and then and make 
sure it hasn’t dried out. If it has, pour on a 
bit more of the spirit/honey mixture. This 
method was discovered back in the days 
when ships were smuggling tobacco around 
the Carribean in barrels of rum. The con¬ 
ditions were warm and the tobacco was in 
there for a good while, and the end product 
came out being far superior to what people 
were used to smoking at the time. 

It’s best to take out a wad to chop up as you 
want to smoke it, and leave the rest to cure 
for longer. The best way to cut and dry it is 
by putting it through one of these pasta cut¬ 
ter things you use for making fresh spaghet¬ 
ti, as it cuts it into thin strands like regular 
pouch tobacco. I find it best to put it through 
twice. Chances are you don’t have one of 
these and don’t know anyone who has one 
either. Chopping it up with the scissors to 
a consistency of your liking should be fine. 
Leave it sitting on a plate for a day or two 
to dry and there you have it, your very own 
homegrown tobacco ready to smoke. If it 
starts to dry out after a while, put a few cit¬ 
rus peels in your pouch or tin, as the mois¬ 
ture the tobacco will absorb from the citrus 
skins is flammable. I found it didn’t burn as 
well as shop tobacco but was good for roll¬ 
ing spliffs, or would be best enjoyed from an 
old man pipe in a rocking chair listening to 
Hank Williams. 




if you’re not the breeding type). Smoking 
harms you and others around you. Smoking 
gives you black gums and rotten teeth like 
the lady on the packet. Smoking is likely to 
give you cancer and make you die a horren¬ 
dously slow painful death, being the single 
greatest cause of preventable death globally. 
One evening you finally end up smooching 
that one you’ve had you’re eye on for some 
time, she takes you home and despite that 
wilful gleam in your eye, you just can’t man¬ 
age to get it up on account of the fact you’ve 
been drinking and smoking like a Rastafar¬ 
ian sailor for the past month. Tobacco com¬ 
panies are shit, extortionate taxes on low 
socio-economic vices are also shit. In many 
countries the tobacco industry uses child 
labour where children have to work long 
hours for shit pay, suffer physical and sexual 
abuse from their supervisors, and get ‘green 
tobacco sickness”, a form of nicotine poison¬ 
ing. When wet leaves are handled, nicotine 
from the leaves gets absorbed in the skin and 
causes nausea, vomiting and dizziness. It is 
said that you are exposed to 50 cigarettes 
worth of nicotine through handling tobacco 
leaves all day. This level of nicotine in chil¬ 
dren can permanently alter brain structure 
and function. Brazil alone uses the wood of 
60 million trees per year for curing, packag- 


yourself. Fuck making their pockets fatter 
while you pay them to bring about your own 
slow miserable demise. At the time of writ¬ 
ing this, a 50g pouch of tobacco in New Zea¬ 
land is around the $56 mark. While this is 
supposedly an incentive to make people give 
it up, it doesn’t do anything for the addict¬ 
ed except make you broke as fuck. Growing 
your own tobacco is easy, pretty much free 
and legal in many countries. Some countries 
such as Spain and Australia carry a harsher 
penalty for growing your own tobacco than 
for growing weed, pretty fuckin silly and 
hypocritical I say but that just goes to show 
who’s pulling the strings. But given the fact 
that the plants foliage hasn’t been embla- 
zened on hats, bling, bandanas, t-shirts, sun¬ 
glasses and the rest, and hence been made 
so iconic by hippies and gangsters alike that 
even your own nana would recognise it, 
who’s gonna know what it looks like? 

But don’t you need tropical conditions to 
grow it? Little known to most, tobacco used 
to be grown commercially in Irelands very 
own County Meath, and for all you Canadi¬ 
an readers out there, I’m sure the late Stomp¬ 
in’ Tom Connors (R.LP.) has made you well 
aware of this plants hardy durability in the 
Canadian climate. They are hardy plants, in 


way I found to do it, with the results better 
than expected. 

It’s best to pick the leaves when they are 
turning yellow/brown and dying off a bit. 
The less chlorophil (the green stuff inside 
leaves) in the leaves, the smoother it will be 
to smoke, although leaves that are still a bit 
green will be alright. They tend to start dying 
from the bottom, so if you have a few plants 
going you can work your way up the stem 
and do a few harvests as the leaves become 
ready. Pick them off and thread them by the 
stalk onto a bit of heavy thread or dental 
floss, something strong enough to take the 
weight. Leave enough space between each 
leaf so they are not touching each other. 
Hang them up somewhere cool and dry with 
a bit of air circulation for between 1 and 2 
months. 

Take the leaves down, pile about 5 or 6 of 
them on top of eachother and roll them 
up into a tight little wad. Tie them up with 
rubber bands or thread/dental floss. Get a 
plastic container (margarine tub or simi¬ 
lar) and line the bottom with a few layers of 
unscented tissue paper. Pack the wads into 
the container and drizzle a bit of rum mixed 
with a bit of honey over the top. You can 


It’s best to take out a wad to chop up as you 
want to smoke it, and leave the rest to cure 
for longer. The best way to cut and dry it is 
by putting it through one of these pasta cut¬ 
ter things you use for making fresh spaghet¬ 
ti, as it cuts it into thin strands like regular 
pouch tobacco. I find it best to put it through 
twice. Chances are you don’t have one of 
these and don’t know anyone who has one 
either. Chopping it up with the scissors to 
a consistency of your liking should be fine. 
Leave it sitting on a plate for a day or two 
to dry and there you have it, your very own 
homegrown tobacco ready to smoke. If it 
starts to dry out after a while, put a few cit¬ 
rus peels in your pouch or tin, as the mois¬ 
ture the tobacco will absorb from the citrus 
skins is flammable. I found it didn’t burn as 
well as shop tobacco but was good for roll¬ 
ing spliffs, or would be best enjoyed from an 
old man pipe in a rocking chair listening to 
Hank Williams. 

Send all letters, records , tapes, bakeapples and 
Stompin Tom memorabilia to Always Never 
Fun, 70 Owen Street, Newtown 6021, Wel¬ 
lington, New Zealand. 



by Anonymous 

I’m living undercover. Deep, deep undercov¬ 
er. I built this beautiful little life for myself 
and if my cover gets blown, it’s all over. And 
I don’t have the energy to start from scratch 
again. So I hide my secret. I don’t let anyone 
know. I’m telling you, but only under the an¬ 
onymity of print. You can’t know who I am 
or where I’m from. I’m not hiding anything 
I’m ashamed of. Back in the city I’m from ev¬ 
eryone knows my secret, but I don’t imagine 
the rednecks around here would appreciate 


would suspect me, you are wrong. Being in¬ 
secure about your body is one of the founda¬ 
tional pillars of being trans (and possibly of 
just being human). That insecurity has never 
left, and I suspect it never will. Everyday I’m 
reminded of how close I am to being caught, 
cause every morning I have to kill the boy 
inside of me that is trying to come out. I still 
have to shave my face. 

As every trans punk girl knows, there are 
two options for getting rid of facial hair, a 
hundred or so hours of electrolysis (@ about 


of the effects (softer skin, less body hair, fat 
redistribution) from reverting back, but my 
body doesn’t create testosterone anymore, 
so there’s not much for it to revert to any¬ 
ways. But every morning I still wake up with 
stubble. It’s like the never ending ‘fuck you’, 
the reminder of the body you tried to leave 
behind and forget. I guess that’s why I hold 
such bitterness and resentment towards it. 

I’ve met a lot of trans folk who seem real¬ 
ly into being trans, they seem to embrace it 
and love the queerness of it all and love pro- 


do is worry about being found out. Let’s face 
it, if folks around here found out, sure some 
wouldn’t care, some would be awkward, 
some would gawk at me, but some would 
hate me, and likely some would get fucking 
violent, and that’s what fucking scares me. 
That’s what makes me live in fear and stress 
and anxiety. That’s why I’m not signing my 
name to this article even though I’m sure as 
fuck no one else in this town would read this 
magazine. 

But I make it through every day, I’ve made 




causes nausea, vomiting ana dizziness, u is 

said that you are exposed to 50 cigarettes 
worth of nicotine through handling tobacco 
leaves all day. This level of nicotine in chil¬ 
dren can permanently alter brain structure 
and function. Brazil alone uses the wood of 
60 million trees per year for curing, packag- 


grow u: i.ittic Known to mosT, Tooauo uscu 

to be grown commercially in Irelands very 
own County Meath, and for all you Canadi¬ 
an readers out there, Im sure the late Stomp¬ 
in’ Tom Connors (R.I.P.) has made you well 
aware of this plants hardy durability in the 
Canadian climate. They are hardy plants, in 


rubber bands or thread/dental floss. Get a 
plastic container (margarine tub or simi¬ 
lar) and line the bottom with a few layers of 
unscented tissue paper. Pack the wads into 
the container and drizzle a bit of rum mixed 
with a bit of honey over the top. You can 


Send all letters, records, tapes, bakeapples and 
Stompin Tom memorabilia to Always Never 
Fun, 70 Owen Street, Newtown 6021, Wel¬ 
lington, New Zealand . 



by Anonymous 

I’m living undercover. Deep, deep undercov¬ 
er. I built this beautiful little life for myself 
and if my cover gets blown, its all over. And 
I don’t have the energy to start from scratch 
again. So I hide my secret. I dont let anyone 
know. I’m telling you, but only under the an¬ 
onymity of print. You cant know who I am 
or where Im from. Im not hiding anything 
I’m ashamed of. Back in the city I’m from ev¬ 
eryone knows my secret, but I don’t imagine 
the rednecks around here would appreciate 
or understand it all too well. 

My secret? I’m a girl, but I wasn’t born one. 
I never liked the term transgendered, but I 
guess that was me. I say was’ because I don’t 
like calling myself trans anymore. I’m just a 
girl. Just like every other girl. I already went 
through that long and painful transition 
phase of looking like a dude who was wear¬ 
ing a skirt and had tiny tits. Never passing, 
but always wanting to. That phase has been 
over for me for a while now. Long before I 
moved to this small community. 

Now I pass. I pass so well that nobody 
knows. Hell, I’ve met other trans girls who 
didn’t know until I told them. If you think 
that makes me feel confident that no one 
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would suspect me, you are wrong. Being in¬ 
secure about your body is one of the founda¬ 
tional pillars of being trans (and possibly of 
just being human). That insecurity has never 
left, and I suspect it never will. Everyday I’m 
reminded of how close I am to being caught, 
cause every morning I have to kill the boy 
inside of me that is trying to come out. I still 
have to shave my face. 

As every trans punk girl knows, there are 
two options for getting rid of facial hair, a 
hundred or so hours of electrolysis (@ about 
$75/hour), or shaving. And like most trans 
punk girls, when I was transitioning I was 
poor as fuck. Hell, I was homeless for most 
of my transition, panhandling for hormones 
(Traveling, Broke, & About to lose my shit 
from estrogen withdrawal). So like most 
trans punk girls, I just shaved. The irony is 
that I can actually afford to get electroly¬ 
sis now, but surprisingly my small town of 
500 people doesn’t have a day spa. (I know, 
WTF?) 

For me, my facial hair issue is the last thing 
tying me to my old gender. I’m post-op (that 
means I had gender reassignment surgery, 
which is paid for by the health care system 
in the province I live in), so I’ve got a full on 
vag that looks, smells, and tastes like a bio¬ 
logical one. The estrogen I take has already 
done everything to my body it is going to do, 
I just take a small dose now to keep some 


of the effects (softer skin, less body hair, fat 
redistribution) from reverting back, but my 
body doesn’t create testosterone anymore, 
so there’s not much for it to revert to any¬ 
ways. But every morning I still wake up with 
stubble. It’s like the never ending ‘fuck you’, 
the reminder of the body you tried to leave 
behind and forget. I guess that’s why I hold 
such bitterness and resentment towards it. 

I’ve met a lot of trans folk who seem real¬ 
ly into being trans, they seem to embrace it 
and love the queerness of it all and love pro¬ 
claiming themselves genderqueer and what¬ 
not. While I respect that and appreciate how 
it can be a really health way of dealing with 
it, I can’t relate to them at all. For me being 
trans has always been a burden. Something I 
never wanted, never asked for, that has taken 
so much of my energy, and a serious toll on 
my mental health. 

Having do go through transitioning was 
the hardest, most drawn out thing I’ve ever 
done. Going through surgery was excruci¬ 
atingly painful, something I wouldn’t wish 
upon my worst enemies. (I mean really, get¬ 
ting your dick cut off, flipped inside out, and 
shoved back deep inside of you doesn’t ex¬ 
actly sound like a good time.) And now after 
all of it, I finally have the body I dreamed 
about having when I was a kid (and it is re¬ 
ally, really nice to have gotten it). Instead of 
taking a sigh of relief and enjoying it, all I 


do is worry about being found out. Let’s face 
it, if folks around here found out, sure some 
wouldn’t care, some would be awkward, 
some would gawk at me, but some would 
hate me, and likely some would get fucking 
violent, and that’s what fucking scares me. 
That’s what makes me live in fear and stress 
and anxiety. That’s why I’m not signing my 
name to this article even though I’m sure as 
fuck no one else in this town would read this 
magazine. 

But I make it through every day, I’ve made 
it this far. And while living undercover and 
keeping this secret is hard, I know I’m not 
alone, and I know I have friends that don’t 
care about what used to be between my legs. 
So I hold it together and struggle on. Cause 
what is life without struggle? 

Anyways, if you live in the country and may¬ 
be you’re trans and you want someone to 
talk to, I’m a good listener, and I promise not 
to be a total downer all the time. I’m not go¬ 
ing to publish my email address because it’s 
my first and last name at gmail.com, but the 
folks at The Grind are kind and are willing 
to forward messages to me. If you’re a trans 
punk, or you care about trans punk life, you 
should read books and zines by both Imo¬ 
gen Binnie and Sybil Lamb. They are way 
better than me at articulating their feelings 
and stuff. 




by Aura Laforest 

°Ten bears in the bed and the little one 
said, ‘Roll Over! Roll Over! > so they all 
rolled over and one fell out.” That chil¬ 
drens song must have been written by a 
co-sleeping parent. 

You discover when sharing the bed with 
a baby that the amount of space a person 
will take up seems to be inversely propor¬ 
tional to their age. Case in point: my son 
who barely measures two feet long is able 
to take up half of a queen size bed, some¬ 
times more. It also often seems that he’s 
the one who gets the most sleep in a night, 
blissfully sprawled across as much of the 
mattress as he can with the reckless aban¬ 
don I used to display prior to becoming a 
mom. 

Now my nights are spent sandwiched be¬ 
tween the Little Man on one side and the 
Husband Man on the other. Turning over 
in bed has become an exercise in contor- 
tionism. When my husband is away at 
work there’s a little more space to maneu¬ 
ver, but then theres also the semi-regular 
wake-ups on boob call. And for some rea¬ 
son I cant fathom, even dead tired, those 
boob calls often leave me staring up at the 
ceiling sleepless. 

I didn’t start out my parenting days with 
an attachment parenting theory desire to 
co-sleep. In fact, I had a cute little play pen 
set up beside the bed and visions of my 
newborn babe serenely cooing as we laid 
him to rest with a well-chosen orthodontic 


placing the baby between the parents 
or pushing the bed against the wall and 
wedging the gap with lots of pillows; bed- 
gates are another alternative); 

If in doubt, just don’t do it. 

Truth is, you develop a baby-radar for 
your progeny, even in your sleep, once 
you’ve been through bringing them into 
this world. I had trouble believing it un¬ 
til it happened. I went from an inveterate 
night-time flailer who would hog all the 
sheets to a demure little log when my son 
joined us. My son is now the night-time 
flailer who hogs all the space. 

The next question which invariably comes 
up from those who haven’t given co-sleep¬ 
ing a go involves the effect an infant in bed 
has on your sex life. To begin with, for the 
first couple of months after giving birth, 
it’s a bit of a moot point to be honest - af¬ 
ter what your vajayjay has just been put 
through, it doesn’t want a visit from any¬ 
one. Furthermore, the breast-feeding and 
post-birth hormones finish the job by kill¬ 
ing the sex drive overdrive from the last 
trimester of pregnancy. But once desire 
to mate does return, it ain’t a baby in the 
bed that’s going to keep it from happen¬ 
ing. In our case, the Little One sleeps so 
much more deeply in the bed as compared 
to outside it that it actually makes having 
sex easier since the baby is far less likely to 
wake up. There is however much less of 
a playground in the bed (see commentary 
on the space hog in the previous para¬ 
graphs...) so the floor is becoming more 


by Adam Gnade 

Quiet Monday. Worked on the book all day 
and then a man came out from the city to fix 
the furnace. (No go, the circuit board’s bust¬ 
ed from when the basement flooded. It’ll be 
another week without heat.) After he left I 
did the evening farm chores then stood out 
by the fence-line and watched the sunset— 
blood-orange, then magenta, galactic swirls 
of silver and violet. A warm night, not a 
breath of wind. I put the chickens up and let 
the rescue pitbulls out into the field and went 
back inside to work on the book, and then the 
wind came up. It blew soft at first, then hard 
and mean and unrelenting, and suddenly the 
trees were lashing and dropping what was left 
of their leaves and the branches were creak¬ 
ing and it was cold. A ten-minute changeover. 
T-shirt weather to goddamn icy. You could 
see the snow in the sky. 

When I saw the way the weather was head¬ 
ed, I opened the barn again and threw anoth¬ 
er batch of brome and corn to the sheep and 
goats. Gave the ducks, pig, and chickens more 
feed. Then the garden: cut three buckets of 
salad greens with Jessie’s sickle; pulled a cou¬ 
ple hundred radishes and turnips to put up for 
the winter; picked the last of the calendula to 
dry in the front room. 

Now I’m back in the farmhouse and the 
storm’s rolling in fast. Man from the furnace 
company said we’d have snow by midnight. 
Weather report says it’ll drop below freezing 
by 2am, then into the 20s by morning. After 
that our winter starts early. 

Later this week Will Potter aets in from DC 


controllers in-hand, jerking their wrists to the 
sway of the blood splat. 

We’ve seen dogs in back rooms, in kennels, in 
cages. Last time I was in New Orleans I went 
around with a girl from the animal rescue and 
we caught dogs who were still—so many years 
later—wandering after Katrina, displaced in 
sandy, desolate neighborhoods. Alone in the 
ruins. That pleading look in their eye that 
says, “Remember me ? I’m good too. Don’t for¬ 
get me? 

We’re like that too but we hide it. Humans are 
good liars. Dogs are not. 

So you visit that scraggly pal of yours out in 
the trailer on his 20 acres in rural Montana 
Wyoming Saskatchewan Kansas Anchorage 
Virginia Alabama and you know something is 
wrong but he plays it tough or she says “what¬ 
ever” or they shrug it off and show you the 
string of rabbits they shot that morning all by 
their lonesome and you know they could as 
well have turned that 20-gauge on themselves. 
But they or she or he tells you stuff’s okay and 
you get in your truck and drive off, back down 
the dirt road, out past the graveyard, then onto 
the interstate where everything is black and 
grey and smooth. But that lingering thought 
... it finds you. It hits you when you’re in the 
fast lane with the new Panopticon record on, 
when you’re trying to think about nothing but 
the change between Austin Lunn’s plaintive 
mountain folk in “The Long Road Part 1: a 
Last Fire” and the sheer blackmetal squall of 
“The Long Road Part 2: Capricious Miles.” 

You/I didn’t ask to help but you/I should ve. 
You should’ve asked to helu and / should’ve 




I A^iA^A 







blissfully sprawled across as much or the 
mattress as he can with the reckless aban¬ 
don I used to display prior to becoming a 
mom. 

Now my nights are spent sandwiched be¬ 
tween the Little Man on one side and the 
Husband Man on the other. Turning over 
in bed has become an exercise in contor¬ 
tionists When my husband is away at 
work theres a little more space to maneu¬ 
ver, but then there's also the semi-regular 
wake-ups on boob call. And for some rea¬ 
son I can't fathom, even dead tired, those 
boob calls often leave me staring up at the 
ceiling sleepless. 

I didn't start out my parenting days with 
an attachment parenting theory desire to 
co-sleep. In fact, I had a cute little play pen 
set up beside the bed and visions of my 
newborn babe serenely cooing as we laid 
him to rest with a well-chosen orthodontic 
pacifier. That was a delusion. I decided to 
breastfeed and therefore the only suitable 
soother according to my newborn was my 
nipple. He was also up every couple of 
hours all night for a feed. As a result, like 
a lot of life, co-sleeping just kind of hap¬ 
pened. 

In retrospect, my birth doula could have 
predicted that reality occurring, as could 
have most midwives. She even asked if I 
was going to sleep share and I earnestly 
said, °no.'' Now I understand her response, 
°...and you're breastfeeding right? Well 
get back to me on how that works out;'' 
along with the skeptical facial expression 
to accompany her words. 

Another new mom I know recently mes¬ 
saged me and asked, in an almost hush 
hush tone (if a Facebook private message 
can actually convey that), if I’d ever co¬ 
slept. When I answered in the positive, 
she shared that she too had found that her 
breast-feeding little one far preferred the 
comfort of an ever-ready boob and body 
heat to the cold nest of a crib. Like many. 


The next question which invariably comes 
up from those who haven’t given co-sleep¬ 
ing a go involves the effect an infant in bed 
has on your sex life. To begin with, for the 
first couple of months after giving birth, 
it's a bit of a moot point to be honest - af¬ 
ter what your vajayjay has just been put 
through, it doesn't want a visit from any¬ 
one. Furthermore, the breast-feeding and 
post-birth hormones finish the job by kill¬ 
ing the sex drive overdrive from the last 
trimester of pregnancy. But once desire 
to mate does return, it ain't a baby in the 
bed that's going to keep it from happen¬ 
ing. In our case, the Little One sleeps so 
much more deeply in the bed as compared 
to outside it that it actually makes having 
sex easier since the baby is far less likely to 
wake up. There is however much less of 
a playground in the bed (see commentary 
on the space hog in the previous para¬ 
graphs...) so the floor is becoming more 
and more popular. 

Then there’s the issue of eventually getting 
them to sleep on their own at all. Some 
moms have told me the transition hap¬ 
pened quite naturally at about five or six 
months of age. Others mentioned that 
their child desired the autonomy of in¬ 
dependent sleep around age two or three. 
Meanwhile some stayed far longer, up to 
about seven years of age. Truth be told, I 
don't think there's a ‘right” age any more 
than there is a ‘right” way to parent: there’s 
what works for each individual situation 
and family structure. 

So with all the different complications and 
restrictions, why do I continue to share 
sleep even now, as we are slowly beginning 
to night-time wean? The smile my son 
has when he knows we're going up to bed 
would be reason enough to keep him by 
my side. Then there's the ease of putting 
him down that probably helps too. Add 
to that the sound and smell of his breath 
in the night-time hours. And the serene 
wav he opens his eyes and plays with my 


trees were lashing and dropping what was left 
of their leaves and the branches were creak¬ 
ing and it was cold. A ten-minute changeover. 
T-shirt weather to goddamn icy. You could 
see the snow in the sky. 

When I saw the way the weather was head¬ 
ed, I opened the barn again and threw anoth¬ 
er batch of brome and corn to the sheep and 
goats. Gave the ducks, pig, and chickens more 
feed. Then the garden: cut three buckets of 
salad greens with Jessie's sickle; pulled a cou¬ 
ple hundred radishes and turnips to put up for 
the winter; picked the last of the calendula to 
dry in the front room. 

Now I'm back in the farmhouse and the 
storm's rolling in fast. Man from the furnace 
company said we’d have snow by midnight. 
Weather report says it'll drop below freezing 
by 2am, then into the 20s by morning. After 
that our winter starts early. 

Later this week Will Potter gets in from DC 
around the same time Jessie and her boys 
arrive from the West Coast. I’m planning on 
quilting the windows up and doing jack shit 
for a week besides cooking endless meals for 
them and drinking red wine and hanging the 
fuck out. Earlier this year Jessie went full Ker- 
ouac on us and since she did that it's been a 
solo go. Quiet days. Weeks where you don't 
see anyone. I'm okay with solitude on a limit¬ 
ed basis but I'm pretty excited to have people 
back here. 

Time comes when you've been alone in the 
country long enough you start gettin buggy. 
You go a little wolfish. Which isn't bad when 
you need to survive but sometimes you get 
sick of being independent. That's when you 
need to pull the pack together. Get social. 

This is a problem when you're geographical¬ 
ly isolated and when the people you live with 
are gone for long, extended periods of time. 
It's easy to slip into that grim animal way. You 
stop shaving and you don't talk much (except 
to yourself) and you let the food run out and 
turn off the heat (if you can afford to have it 
on in the first place) and you survive on the 


So you visit that scraggly pal of yours out in 
the trailer on his 20 acres in rural Montana 
Wyoming Saskatchewan Kansas Anchorage 
Virginia Alabama and you know something is 
wrong but he plays it tough or she says “what¬ 
ever” or they shrug it off and show you the 
string of rabbits they shot that morning all by 
their lonesome and you know they could as 
well have turned that 20-gauge on themselves. 
But they or she or he tells you stuff's okay and 
you get in your truck and drive off, back down 
the dirt road, out past the graveyard, then onto 
the interstate where everything is black and 
grey and smooth. But that lingering thought 
... it finds you. It hits you when you're in the 
fast lane with the new Panopticon record on, 
when you're trying to think about nothing but 
the change between Austin Lunn's plaintive 
mountain folk in “The Long Road Part 1: a 
Last Fire” and the sheer blackmetal squall of 
“The Long Road Part 2: Capricious Miles.” 

You/I didn't ask to help but you/I should ve. 
You should've asked to help and I should've 
and you should’ve asked for help and I 
should've asked for it too. It works both ways. 
You have to reach out to your people when 
the winter blues come calling, whether it's you 
that needs it or them. We suffer in silence and 
we play it stoic and that's pure self-sabotage. 

There's this thing Jessie and I used to say when 
we lived in San Diego and life was so much 
easier: “Better for the book.” That was our go¬ 
to when the easy went a little pear-shaped. If 
shit got bad (and it was never bad) it was “bet¬ 
ter for the book.” 

I stopped using that line when my books start¬ 
ed coming out but I think I internalized it and 
shrugged off adversity because it was a better 
story. When things start getting hard every 
year around December 8th (that's today) I get 
in this half-survival, half-better-for-the-book 
mindset and that pulls me through, but some¬ 
times I get tired of acting tough. Sometimes I 
want a little ease and warmth and friendship. 

I used to say “your friends will carry you 
home.” That was my motto. I believed it, but 
I don’t know if that's an end-all, be-all. Real- 



paciher. mat was a delusion. I decided to 
breastfeed and therefore the only suitable 
soother according to my newborn was my 
nipple. He was also up every couple of 
hours all night for a feed. As a result, like 
a lot of life, co-sleeping just kind of hap¬ 
pened. 

In retrospect, my birth doula could have 
predicted that reality occurring, as could 
have most midwives. She even asked if I 
was going to sleep share and I earnestly 
said, °no.” Now I understand her response, 
‘’...and you’re breastfeeding right? Well 
get back to me on how that works out;” 
along with the skeptical facial expression 
to accompany her words. 

Another new mom I know recently mes¬ 
saged me and asked, in an almost hush 
hush tone (if a Facebook private message 
can actually convey that), if I’d ever co¬ 
slept. When I answered in the positive, 
she shared that she too had found that her 
breast-feeding little one far preferred the 
comfort of an ever-ready boob and body 
heat to the cold nest of a crib. Like many, 
including me when I first ushered Small 
Son into the bed, she was worried about 
smothering the babe in her sleep. 

Heres the low-down on that from my own 
limited experience, and the more exten¬ 
sive experience of many other Momrades 
I’ve surveyed: as long as you respect a few 
basic safety rules its pretty unlikely it’ll 
happen. Those safety guidelines for those 
interested look a bit like this: 

Go to bed sober (alcohol, drugs and pre¬ 
scription meds - anything that makes you 
sleep like the dead with no awareness of 
what occurred will be a danger to your 
child); 

Make sure the baby can’t fall off the bed 
and onto the floor (this usually involves 


and more popular. 

Then there’s the issue of eventually getting 
them to sleep on their own at all. Some 
moms have told me the transition hap¬ 
pened quite naturally at about five or six 
months of age. Others mentioned that 
their child desired the autonomy of in¬ 
dependent sleep around age two or three. 
Meanwhile some stayed far longer, up to 
about seven years of age. Truth be told, I 
don’t think there’s a ‘right” age any more 
than there is a ‘right” way to parent: there’s 
what works for each individual situation 
and family structure. 

So with all the different complications and 
restrictions, why do I continue to share 
sleep even now, as we are slowly beginning 
to night-time wean? The smile my son 
has when he knows we’re going up to bed 
would be reason enough to keep him by 
my side. Then there’s the ease of putting 
him down that probably helps too. Add 
to that the sound and smell of his breath 
in the night-time hours. And the serene 
way he opens his eyes and plays with my 
chin and lips when morning comes and he 
wants to go downstairs. 

It also occurs to me that soon enough he’ll 
be grown up and won’t require mom the 
way he wants and needs right now. As a 
result, I cherish my son’s presence while 
it lasts, moments I consider myself priv¬ 
ileged to share with him. Perhaps it will 
psychologically scar him forever. Perhaps 
it will give him a developmental edge and 
sense of confidence. The verdict is still 
out on the long-term effects as far as ran¬ 
domized controlled trials are concerned. 
But it feels right to me, and for now that’s 
enough. 
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around the same time Jessie and her boys 
arrive from the West Coast. I’m planning on 
quilting the windows up and doing jack shit 
for a week besides cooking endless meals for 
them and drinking red wine and hanging the 
fuck out. Earlier this year Jessie went full Ker- 
ouac on us and since she did that it’s been a 
solo go. Quiet days. Weeks where you don’t 
see anyone. I’m okay with solitude on a limit¬ 
ed basis but I’m pretty excited to have people 
back here. 

Time comes when you’ve been alone in the 
country long enough you start gettin’ buggy. 
You go a little wolfish. Which isn’t bad when 
you need to survive but sometimes you get 
sick of being independent. That’s when you 
need to pull the pack together. Get social. 

This is a problem when you’re geographical¬ 
ly isolated and when the people you live with 
are gone for long, extended periods of time. 
It’s easy to slip into that grim animal way. You 
stop shaving and you don’t talk much (except 
to yourself) and you let the food run out and 
turn off the heat (if you can afford to have it 
on in the first place) and you survive on the 
bare minimum because you can and because 
you’re tough and because no one’s watching. It 
makes you feel capable, healthy, vigorous. It’s 
that “strenuous life” of Roosevelt you’re told is 
the hallmark of vitality and self-reliance. But 
here’s the shit-side of “rugged individualism” 
...it doesn't fucking work. Or it works for some 
people and it might work for you (for a while) 
but there’s a point where you need to dial it 
back and find some fellowship. You know this 
already: We’re animals, yeah, but we’re pack 
animals and that second word in the phrase is 
important here. 

There’s nothing sadder than a lonely dog. 
We’ve all seen them chained in suburban 
yards forgotten by the kids inside who aren’t 
quite kids anyone, who, instead of wanting 
fresh air and the knocks of true life, sit in 
front of the TV, the light of Halo in their eyes, 
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and you should’ve asked for help and I 
should’ve asked for it too. It works both ways. 
You have to reach out to your people when 
the winter blues come calling, whether it’s you 
that needs it or them. We suffer in silence and 
we play it stoic and that’s pure self-sabotage. 

There’s this thing Jessie and I used to say when 
we lived in San Diego and life was so much 
easier: “Better for the book.” That was our go¬ 
to when the easy went a little pear-shaped. If 
shit got bad (and it was never bad) it was “bet¬ 
ter for the book.” 

I stopped using that line when my books start¬ 
ed coming out but I think I internalized it and 
shrugged off adversity because it was a better 
story. When things start getting hard every 
year around December 8th (that’s today) I get 
in this half-survival, half-better-for-the-book 
mindset and that pulls me through, but some¬ 
times I get tired of acting tough. Sometimes I 
want a little ease and warmth and friendship. 

I used to say “your friends will carry you 
home.” That was my motto. I believed it, but 
I don’t know if that’s an end-all, be-all. Real¬ 
ly, it seems like this: you will have friends and 
they will let you down or maybe they’ll come 
through but the point is doing it together is 
always better than doing it yourself no matter 
the outcome, no matter whether togetherness 
means you win or fail. See, we get this arro¬ 
gant, snarling confidence sometimes and we 
think we can ride with that but we’re deluding 
ourselves. We’re weak. We’re flesh. We need 
the people around us just as much as they 
need us. We can’t do this alone. Don’t fool 
yourself. Don’t get taken. Reach out and if you 
don’t find anything, keep reaching. I’m just as 
alone as you and I’ll do the same ... 








by Mel Roo 

Moving or living in the country, on land, 
usually calls for a few buildings. Houses, 
shacks, sheds, lean-tos, car ports, etc. You 
name it, you pretty much want it to protect 
some of your tools, big boy toys or junk 
from the elements. But living in the country 
also doesn't mean we struck it rich, right? So 
how does a poor, broke, witty, crafty punk 
rocker like us go about building some cool 
solid structures without spending a dime 
(or barely)?? PALLETS, of course. They're 
everywhere, theyre free, theyre made out 
of decent hard wood, theyre a pain in the 
ass to take apart, to carry, to put together 
in a solid manner, theyre labor-intensive but 
they do the work, and they can look pretty. 
And here at the Hermitage, I believe we are 
slowly becoming experts on the technique 
of building with these things. So far weve 
got three buildings made out of them, a 
deck, a lovely piece of furniture and theyre 
all standing strong. For now, at least. You 
can talk to me in 5 years and we'll see how 
they withstand time but to tell you the truth, 
I have no doubt there will still be some of 
us cozily living in them structures by then, 
alive and healthy, not crumbled or crushed 
underneath the rubbles. 

This little how-to guide is pretty subjective. 
Chances are, if you are about to build with 
pallets, you will do the same things we did 
here: google some blogs, techniques, stories 
on the internet, then ask some advices from 


some savvy carpenter friends, compare all 
techniques and decide, what the heck, Til 
do it my way and see how it goes. So here it 

is, this is how we did some of it, feel free to 
copy it... 

I will concentrate on one of our projects in 
order to keep this as condensed as possible. 
Kat and I call it the Workshop project. She 
lives in a 12ft trailer and in a 25ft RV, but our 
worry was about what to do with our beloved 
motorbikes in the cold rainy season. Leaving 
them outside on this regularly flooded land 
and exposed to extreme moisture, mold and 
rain didn't appeal to us so we took on this 
grand project of building our bikes the cozy 
loving home that they deserve. The project 
was born. We had the summer to build it 
and not a cent in our pocket to put towards 

it. The challenge was high, since we wanted 
it to be sturdy, long-lasting and looking 
good, but with luck, hard work and lots and 
lots of help (and a bit of money of course), 
we popped out this sexy baby (See fig. 1) 

A 8 feet by 16 feet insulated, heated, two- 
story building that grew bigger than our 
original idea, and also turned out looking 
way better than we thought it ever would. It 
even has two side porches that can be used 
for storing firewood, push bikes or other 
things. 


How we did it. First step, sourcing out free 
materials 

Yes, in this case, materials come first. 
See, already, we diverge from traditional 
construction projects, where, normally, you 
would start by drawing out a plan, an idea of 
what you want, write down what you need 
to make it happen then go to the hardware 
shop with your list in hand and get what you 
need for that plan. When you're trying to 
build for free, the structure you are building 
will depend on the availability of your 
materials. So first step now becomes finding 
where and when to find them, get them, and 
accumulate them until you have enough to 
come up with an idea of how to put them 
together. 


Where to look 

Craigslist's free and material sections got us 
a bunch of 2x4’s, plywood and OSB sheets, 
as well as laminate flooring boards, doors, 
windows, roof tin, etc. Always check every 
day or use one of those alert/notification app 
that lets you know if there's any new ads of 
interest. We have 4 or 5 craigslist addicts on 
the property here so we're all pretty aware of 
what's being giving away at any given time in 
the Comox Valley here! 

Pallets are everywhere, I won't go into 
details here, just look behind any store. But 
the main thing is, there seems to be three 
popular sizes for them and building with 
them is A LOT easier if you stick to one size 


they are good to build with. I would visit 
the site regularly with a battery-operated 
circular saw and get the pieces that I want. 

A lot of metal material can be found in 
dumpsters/places where metal is recycled. 
Around thererthere are a lot of metal depot' 
bins for people to get rid of their metal 
scrap. We check them out regularly and have 
found lots of roof tin sheets, barbecues (for 
the backyard, not the building of course!) 
and other cool little thingies. That leaves the 
fasteners and other random things that you 
can't really find used or for free like tools, tar 
paper, etc. Sometimes you have to bite the 
bullet a little... you have to buy them. 


How to 

We went with a concrete foundation on 
stilts for our workshop since we live on 
a floodplain. We have to keep it elevated 
and off the ground to avoid water damage. 
Luckily, at the time, I was working at a 
landscaping company that shared property 
with a recently-closed concrete plant (for 
landscaping products). The land was for sale, 
the unsold leftover stock was left behind 
in the yard and the people were gone. So 
I helped myself! No one would ever know 
because no one ever came back. I got slabs, 
T-piers, cinder blocks, and everything else I 
thought we would need. 

The foundation was made of three rows of 
stringers running the length of the building. 
The stringers (2x8's) used were 10 feet long, 
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can talk to me in 5 years and well see how 
they withstand time but to tell you the truth, 
I have no doubt there will still be some of 
us cozily living in them structures by then, 
alive and healthy, not crumbled or crushed 
underneath the rubbles. 
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Below: Piles of ski-doo’ boxes, a.k.a free lumber, at our local motorsport 
dealership 





come up with an idea of how to put them 
together. 


Where to look 

Craigslist’s free and material sections got us 
a bunch of 2x4 s, plywood and OSB sheets, 
as well as laminate flooring boards, doors, 
windows, roof tin, etc. Always check every 
day or use one of those alert/notification app 
that lets you know if there’s any new ads of 
interest. We have 4 or 5 craigslist addicts on 
the property here so were all pretty aware of 
whats being giving away at any given time in 
the Comox Valley here! 

Pallets are everywhere, I won’t go into 
details here, just look behind any store. But 
the main thing is, there seems to be three 
popular sizes for them and building with 
them is A LOT easier if you stick to one size 
only so it’s good to recognize them. First, 
and more popular, the standard 3’4”x4’ 
size (referred to as a 3x4). Then sometimes, 
you find the American size, 4’x4’, which is 
awesome to build with because of its square 
shape, and where I used to work, there were 
lots of those. Then there’s the rarer, smaller 
European-sized pallet, which is 2’6”x4’. 

Here in the valley, we have a very valuable 
resource for free lumber coming from the 
motorcycle and snowmobile dealership. 
Every brand new quad or snowmobile comes 
packed in a nice wooden box made out of 
lx4’s, 2x4’s and 2x6’s. Once the vehicles are 
out of the box and assembled together, that 
wood just piles up until it gets picked up to 
go who knows where. The people working 
there are more than happy to see us take 
those pieces of brand new lumber because 
it saves them time and money. The pieces 
found there usually exceed 8 feet long, so 


How to 

We went with a concrete foundation on 
stilts for our workshop since we live on 
a floodplain. We have to keep it elevated 
and off the ground to avoid water damage. 
Luckily, at the time, I was working at a 
landscaping company that shared property 
with a recently-closed concrete plant (for 
landscaping products). The land was for sale, 
the unsold leftover stock was left behind 
in the yard and the people were gone. So 
I helped myself! No one would ever know 
because no one ever came back. I got slabs, 
T-piers, cinder blocks, and everything else I 
thought we would need. 

The foundation was made of three rows of 
stringers running the length of the building. 
The stringers (2x8’s) used were 10 feet long, 
joined in the middle. Every pallet corner 
and stringer joint was supported, by a 
concrete footing laying underneath. A total 
of 14 concrete footings were used (made out 
of a concrete T-pier, a 2’x2’ slab and a short 
4”x4” wooden post). This brings me to our 
first Building-with-Pallets recommendation: 
always double the amount of fasteners and 
support traditionally recommended by 
carpentry guidelines. Built with new (16’) 
lumber only, our workshop only would have 
needed 9 footings, but since pallets cannot 
be interlocked and tightly-bound together 
like new lumber, we doubled their support. 
Rather be safe than sorry anyway... It’s 
always good use lots of screws, lots of nails, 
and especially, lots of patience, when dealing 
with used, deformed materials because 
unexpected problems will arise. 
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awesome to build with because of its square 
shape, and where I used to work, there were 
lots of those. Then theres the rarer, smaller 
European-sized pallet, which is 2’6”x4 > . 
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resource for free lumber coming from the 
motorcycle and snowmobile dealership. 
Every brand new quad or snowmobile comes 
packed in a nice wooden box made out of 
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go who knows where. The people working 
there are more than happy to see us take 
those pieces of brand new lumber because 
it saves them time and money. The pieces 
found there usually exceed 8 feet long, so 


joined in the middle. Every pallet corner 
and stringer joint was supported, by a 
concrete footing laying underneath. A total 
of 14 concrete footings were used (made out 
of a concrete T-pier, a 2 x2* slab and a short 
4”x4” wooden post). This brings me to our 
first Building-with-Pallets recommendation: 
always double the amount of fasteners and 
support traditionally recommended by 
carpentry guidelines. Built with new (16*) 
lumber only, our workshop only would have 
needed 9 footings, but since pallets cannot 
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like new lumber, we doubled their support. 
Rather be safe than sorry anyway... Its 
always good use lots of screws, lots of nails, 
and especially, lots of patience, when dealing 
with used, deformed materials because 
unexpected problems will arise. 











Once the stringers were all level, we started 
screwing a bunch of 1x4 s all along the top 
side of our (3) stringers. The reason behind 
this is not structural, but practical. The 
stringers are 1.5” wide when standing on 
edge, and 2 pallets need to meet, rest and be 
screwed to this narrow ledge. That doesn’t 
leave much room for fastening the pallets 
to the stringers. By adding one row of 1x4 s 
all along both sides of the stringers, were 
able to double our screwing area and make 
things easier. 

Now we could finally start laying down some 
pallets. 3” #8 screws were used (a bucket 
of a-1000 costs about $50), as well as short 
pieces of 2x4’s to brace the neighboring 
pallets together. That’s the key right there, 
being able to interlock each pallet to another 
so they become one big solid piece. We 
had to go around an electricity pole so our 
floor is not a perfect rectangle. Once all 
pallets were down and bound, we covered 
them with all the plywood sheets that we 
had found. Result: A sturdy solid floor but 
with uneven thickness all throughout from 
(both) discrepancies in the pallets and the 
plywood. First rule of building with pallets: 
you have to be able to accept that perfection 
will never be achieved... and I think it was 
driving our carpenter friend a bit crazy... 

Walls went up quick and were made of 
both 4x4 and 3x4 pallets, screwed together 
and re-enforced with a long 2x4 inserted 
vertically, running the whole height of the 
wall between every pallet, acting as a brace. 
Then, Each complete wall was framed all 
around in used 2x4’s to frame in and solidify 
each piece. The technique was repeated 
for each wall, which were brought up, tied 
together and made as plumb and leveled as 
possible (yeah right!) 

We opted for a sloped tin roof, as it is very 
popular in this temperate rain forest region. 
The front side will be the highest (and 
lightest load-bearing), while the back will 
hold most of the weight and channel the 


day and installed it inside. Chimney parts 
were recovered from the same abandoned 
lot that the tin came from. 

This is where the free material ended. Since 
our workshop now not only houses two 
motorbikes, but also an awesome friend for 
the winter, we had to rethink and fancied up 
our plan a little. We decided to insulate the 
whole thing, so we gave in and bought $150 
worth of fiberglass insulation which turned 
our barn shop into a nice lovely home. 

Our project is still in progress but the place 
is lived in and very functional for now. The 
bikes are happy, kept warm, and Kat and I 
are happy to have extra space for gatherings, 
parties and communal dinners. This project 
would still be in the early stages if it wasn’t 
for the many helping hands. I want to thank 
them! This subject is to be continued later 
on, but if anyone feels like chatting on the 
subject, wants to share ideas or has any 
questions in the meantime, drop me a line at 
melandranger@hotmail. com. 

List of expenses for our 12’xl6 y workshop 
home: 

-2 boxes of #8 3-inch screws (1000 units) 
$100 

-Other fasteners: ~$75 

-Bundles of windows (6), various sizes 

$20 from Craigslist 

-Big pile of plywood and OSB sheets from 
Craigslist: $60 

-Fancy wood for barn doors: $30 
-Fiberglass insulation: $150 
-Tarpaper: ~$50 

-Other expenses that I’m forgetting. Our 
estimated total for the construction of this 
workshop is about $600, not including all 
the gasoline needed to get to town and 
back... 

Material used: 

-18 4’x4’pallets 

-6 2”x8”xl0’ lumber for foundation string¬ 
ers 

-1 4”x4”x8’ wooden post for foundation 



below: Walls being put up. Notice the 2x4 braces (vertical) binding pallets 
together and re-enforcing the wall units... 
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them with all the plywood sheets that we 
had found. Result: A sturdy solid floor but 
with uneven thickness all throughout from 
(both) discrepancies in the pallets and the 
plywood. First rule of building with pallets: 
you have to be able to accept that perfection 
will never be achieved... and I think it was 
driving our carpenter friend a bit crazy... 

Walls went up quick and were made of 
both 4x4 and 3x4 pallets, screwed together 
and re-enforced with a long 2x4 inserted 
vertically, running the whole height of the 
wall between every pallet, acting as a brace. 
Th e n, Each complete wall was framed all 
around in used 2x4 s to frame in and solidify 
each piece. The technique was repeated 
for each wall, which were brought up, tied 
together and made as plumb and leveled as 
possible (yeah right!) 

We opted for a sloped tin roof, as it is very 
popular in this temperate rain forest region. 
The front side will be the highest (and 
lightest load-bearing), while the back will 
hold most of the weight and channel the 
rain water towards it. Our shed being 16 feet 
wide, we need one 2x4 (16feet long) spaced 
every 2 feet, for support, for a total of 9 pieces 
framed together by some extra lumber. On 
this will sit some strapping (1x4s), running 
perpendicular to the trusses (18 feet long) 
to support the tin and to this the tar paper 
will be attached. Again, 90% of our lumber 
was found for free, but we couldn’t find any 
16ft-long pieces for the trusses so we ended 
up buying some as well as the tar paper. 
We were lucky enough to find all the roof 
tin we needed from a local abandoned (for 
sale) decrepit barn/building. Now we have 
a building with a floor, walls and a roof! 
Windows were installed as the walls were 
going up. We found more free plywood here 
and there and applied it to the outside of our 
workshop, then covered it with tar paper. A 
loft was built at the front of the building for 
our new guest at the herm. Kat and I found 
a free woodstove by the side of the road one 


questions in the meantime, drop me a line at 
melandranger@hotmail.com. 

List of expenses for our 12’xl6 y workshop 
home: 

-2 boxes of #8 3-inch screws (1000 units) 
$100 

-Other fasteners: ~$75 

-Bundles of windows (6), various sizes 

$20 from Craigslist 

-Big pile of plywood and OSB sheets from 
Craigslist: $60 

-Fancy wood for barn doors: $30 
-Fiberglass insulation: $150 
-Tarpaper: ~$50 

-Other expenses that I’m forgetting. Our 
estimated total for the construction of this 
workshop is about $600, not including all 
the gasoline needed to get to town and 
back... 

Material used: 

-18 4’x4’pallets 

-6 2”x8”xl0’ lumber for foundation string¬ 
ers 

-1 4”x4”x8’ wooden post for foundation 
footings 

-14 2’x’2 concrete slabs for foundation 
footings 

-14 concrete T-piers for foundation footings 
-76 linear feet of l”x4” lumber for ledges on 
stringers 

-5.5 sheets (4’x8’) of plywood, various 
thicknesses for floor 
-Lots of 2”x4” pieces used as braces be¬ 
tween pallets 

-Lots of long 2”x4” pieces to frame walls 
together... 

-9 16ft-long 2x4’s for roof trusses 
-162 linear feet of lx4’s strapping 
-Couple big rolls of tar paper 
-A $25 bundle of rough off-cut from local 
mill for outside cladding. Work in progress. 
-Enough roof tin to cover (roughly 16x18’ 
area plus overlap) 

-Plastic poly to cover insulation on walls 
-Other random stuff that I’m forgetting. 


below: View of one stringer, the 1x4 to extend its width, a footing and a slab 



below: Walls being put up. Notice the 2x4 braces (vertical) binding pallets 
together and re-enforcing the wall units... 
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Windows were installed as the walls were 
going up. We found more free plywood here 
and there and applied it to the outside of our 
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SEN WINTER COMES 

TO THE HARD FIFTY FARM 


By Jessie Duke 

Every year when the black walnut trees in 
our upper field start dropping their nuts, I 
know we’ll soon need to prepare our farm 
for winter. When we first moved out to the 
country, there were no preparations; there 
was almost a relief in being able to hunker 
down for a few months, catch up on read¬ 
ing, sew while watching movies, sleep long 
hours, and stay curled up in bed all after¬ 
noon with dogs and a mason jar of wine or 
whiskey. Its different now. Every winter has 
been a little harder than the last, a combina¬ 
tion of more animals, more kids, more work, 
less money, higher gas prices, colder weath¬ 
er. Preparing the farm for winter now feels 
like bracing for a storm that you know you 
should try to outrun but you stay and face 
against better judgment. 

This fall I was forced to leave our farm and 
go out to a city on the other side of the coun¬ 
try, and I missed the warning from the wal¬ 
nut trees. By the time I got home, it was too 
late to build cold frames around our salad 
greens like I’d planned, the last row of rad¬ 
ishes had split their skins and frozen into 
the ground, and it was too cold to do a fi¬ 
nal power-washing of the barn. We hurried 
through the usual preparations: stocking up 
on hay, straw, and animal feed; doing hoof 
checks on the sheep and goats; ordering 
propane; covering barn windows; mending 
fences; pulling all the hoses up from the gar¬ 
den. We suspect one of the pygmy goats is 
pregnant, so I doubled the size of her sleep¬ 
ing pen and insulated the walls to make her 
as comfortable as possible. I bought her 
special feed and upped her caloric intake. 


my animals and kids were taken care of. I felt 
they were in better hands now, that they’d be 
better off without me. I felt like everyone 
and everything I loved was already so far 
away. I floated between the terror of being 
lost, and a great hollow nothingness. For the 
first time, I considered taking my life. 

After a couple weeks, Elizabeth got called 
back to her homestead in California. Be¬ 
fore she left she made urgent suggestions for 
how I might take better care of myself, im¬ 
ploring me to hang in a little longer. Feeling 
like I had nothing left to lose, I went online 
and spent the rest of our money on a light 
therapy box, guides on fighting depression 
without medication, bottles of vitamins and 
supplements, aromatherapy oils, medicinal 
teas and sage smudge sticks. At my last gasp, 
I’d decided to fight. 

It was coming home to the farm that 
saved my life. The comforts of the suburbs 
stripped away, it was harder to indulge in 
the emptiness of depression. The numbness 
couldn’t compete with the shock of cold in 
the morning during farm chores, the pain 
of dry knuckles popping while repairing a 
fence, the soft nuzzle of a sheep’s broad nose 
against my face, the laughter of children 
playing in the snow. I began to come back 
to myself. 

As spring came, we hoped the worst was 
past us but we quickly realized that the tri¬ 
als of 2013 had just been the opening salvos 
to the battles of 2014.1 started the year fac¬ 
ing the worst depressive episode of my life, 
struggled through a rollercoaster year of 
setbacks and victories and more setbacks, 
and I’m ending the year with a tired spirit 
and a broken family. I am terrified to face 


on us, but it provides insulation against the 
forces that seek to crush our spirits. We have 
to prepare ourselves for the fight, even if the 
fight doesn’t come. We can’t get complacent 
and we can’t give in. Remember: the fire 
in the cave always needs tending until the 
warmth returns in the spring. Take care of 
each other, and tend to your fires. 

The Hard Fifty Farm Guide to Beating 
Back the Winter Sadness 

Get Rid of Things That Make You Feel Like 
Shit. Forget spring cleaning, winter is a great 
time to purge the things that are weighing 
you down. I know it’s hard for us country 
folks to get rid of stuff because we want to 
reuse and repurpose everything. But it can 
be bad for morale going through each day 
surrounded by stuff that’s broken or un¬ 
used. I’ve noticed it really gets to me having 
to pass by unfinished projects or seeing the 
passage of time through piles of t-posts sink¬ 
ing into the ground, rusting, weeds growing 
up around them. Organize your junk if you 
think it’s still useful, or let it go. Go through 
your closets, cabinets, basement or attic. 
Look at what you have stashed away and 
ask yourself if it’s useful, beautiful, or if it 
makes you feel good. No? Then why keep 
it? I’m not suggesting you forget the past or 
bury negative memories. But you don’t have 
to surround yourself with negative associa¬ 
tions either. Besides, those old love letters, 
hate mail, and unpaid bills will make great 
kindling for your fireplace. 

Create a Space "That’s Comforting. And 
cozy. Winter can get pretty bleak in the coun¬ 


try. Combat the cold and grey by making the 
inside of your home feel warm and bright. 
Try using “warm white” lightbulbs. Hang 
Christmas lights. Build fires and light can¬ 
dles. Hanging tapestries to keep out drafts? 
It can be functional but still be beautiful. I 
hated blocking all the bedroom windows 
until I started thinking of our farmhouse 
as a giant blanket fort. Now it feels intimate 
and secure. 

Commit to Daily Self Care. You can’t fuck 
around with the basics during winter. You 
have to eat, sleep, and drink water. You need 
to get outside sometimes. You need to move 
around. You need to take those cowboy 
baths. When this stuff starts to go, you know 
you’re in trouble. 

Stay Active. You are an animal, and winter 
is a natural time for rest and reflection. But 
don’t lie around letting that big ol’ brain of 
yours turn positive reflection into dwelling. 
A healthy body can better support a healthy 
mind. Get outdoors and move around every 
chance you get. Do some prison-cell-style 
exercise when you’re stuck in your cab¬ 
in. Don’t let your muscles go soft or you’re 
going to hate life when it’s time to get your 
spring projects rolling. 

Make plans. Map out next year’s garden. 
Organize spring work parties. Check your 
favorite bands’ tour schedules. Scheme sum¬ 
mer road trips. Do research for upcoming 
projects. It’s a new year with new possibili¬ 
ties. Be hopeful. 

Find Ways to Connect. Just because we’re 
all on our own little rural hideaways doesn’t 
mean we can’t have a strong community. 
Check in with each other. Send care pack¬ 
ages. Be good neighbors to the folks in your 
area. Write letters. Make phone calls. Head 
into town and spend some time sending 
email and making video calls. We’re stronger 
when we stick together. 





tion of more animals, more kids, more work, 
less money, higher gas prices, colder weath¬ 
er. Preparing the farm for winter now feels 
like bracing for a storm that you know you 
should try to outrun but you stay and face 
against better judgment. 

This fall I was forced to leave our farm and 
go out to a city on the other side of the coun¬ 
try, and I missed the warning from the wal¬ 
nut trees. By the time I got home, it was too 
late to build cold frames around our salad 
greens like I’d planned, the last row of rad¬ 
ishes had split their skins and frozen into 
the ground, and it was too cold to do a fi¬ 
nal power-washing of the barn. We hurried 
through the usual preparations: stocking up 
on hay, straw, and animal feed; doing hoof 
checks on the sheep and goats; ordering 
propane; covering barn windows; mending 
fences; pulling all the hoses up from the gar¬ 
den. We suspect one of the pygmy goats is 
pregnant, so I doubled the size of her sleep¬ 
ing pen and insulated the walls to make her 
as comfortable as possible. I bought her 
special feed and upped her caloric intake. 
And I started the winter routine of bringing 
buckets of warm water from the farm house 
to the animals every night so they go to bed 
with heat in their bellies. We know the win¬ 
ter is hard on them and we do everything we 
can to get them healthy before the cold, and 
keep them comfortable until the thaw. 

In the five years that weve been in the coun¬ 
try, it never occurred to me to take similar 
precautions for myself or my family. Sure, 
we stocked up on food and water, but oth¬ 
erwise we just sat back and let the thing hit 
us; a bad habit born of years spent in cities. 
In my early twenties I moved to the Pacific 
Northwest after a lifetime of mild winters in 
Georgia and year-round paradise in South¬ 
ern California. I'd always scoffed a little at 
the idea of Seasonal Affective Disorder, but 
it got me that first year and Ive struggled 
with it at varying degrees since then. But last 
winter was the worst. 

Surviving 2013 had already been tough for 
our family and we were all feeling the strain. 
A predatory lawsuit against us meant we had 
to work longer hours to pay the bills. Rumors 
flew and we felt unable to defend ourselves. 


therapy box, guides on fighting depression 
without medication, bottles of vitamins and 
supplements, aromatherapy oils, medicinal 
teas and sage smudge sticks. At my last gasp, 
I’d decided to fight. 

It was coming home to the farm that 
saved my life. The comforts of the suburbs 
stripped away, it was harder to indulge in 
the emptiness of depression. The numbness 
couldn't compete with the shock of cold in 
the morning during farm chores, the pain 
of dry knuckles popping while repairing a 
fence, the soft nuzzle of a sheeps broad nose 
against my face, the laughter of children 
playing in the snow. I began to come back 
to myself. 

As spring came, we hoped the worst was 
past us but we quickly realized that the tri¬ 
als of 2013 had just been the opening salvos 
to the battles of 2014.1 started the year fac¬ 
ing the worst depressive episode of my life, 
struggled through a rollercoaster year of 
setbacks and victories and more setbacks, 
and I’m ending the year with a tired spirit 
and a broken family. I am terrified to face 
this winter. 

A few weeks ago, a close friend of mine came 
to visit from the East Coast. At the end of 
summer my partner left the farm in order to 
find better work in a city almost 2,000 miles 
away. With space in the farmhouse limited, 
Td finally decided to turn his empty bed¬ 
room into a much-needed office and gues¬ 
troom. Needing extra blankets and furnish¬ 
ing for the room, I went to the basement to 
dig through boxes that hadn't been opened 
since we moved to the farm five years ago. 
Due to a number of factors, I'd left most of 
my personal items unpacked and stashed 
away. As I stumbled across the first box of 
photo albums and favorite books, I was hit 
by the staggering reminder that I hadn't al¬ 
ways been worn down, unfocused, and sad 
all the time. With each box I opened I felt a 
fire starting to burn inside me again. I took 
armloads of books and art and photographs 
upstairs and frantically started putting them 
on display. By the end of the night our house 
had been completely transformed. There 
were photos of friends on the walls, garlands 
of crepe paper flowers from a trip to Mexico 


time to purge the things that are weighing 
you down. I know its hard for us country 
folks to get rid of stuff because we want to 
reuse and repurpose everything. But it can 
be bad for morale going through each day 
surrounded by stuff that's broken or un¬ 
used. I've noticed it really gets to me having 
to pass by unfinished projects or seeing the 
passage of time through piles of t-posts sink¬ 
ing into the ground, rusting, weeds growing 
up around them. Organize your junk if you 
think it's still useful, or let it go. Go through 
your closets, cabinets, basement or attic. 
Look at what you have stashed away and 
ask yourself if it's useful, beautiful, or if it 
makes you feel good. No? Then why keep 
it? I'm not suggesting you forget the past or 
bury negative memories. But you don't have 
to surround yourself with negative associa¬ 
tions either. Besides, those old love letters, 
hate mail, and unpaid bills will make great 
kindling for your fireplace. 
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A healthy body can better support a healthy 
mind. Get outdoors and move around every 
chance you get. Do some prison-cell-style 
exercise when you're stuck in your cab¬ 
in. Don't let your muscles go soft or you’re 
going to hate life when it's time to get your 
spring projects rolling. 

Make plans. Map out next year's garden. 
Organize spring work parties. Check your 
favorite bands' tour schedules. Scheme sum¬ 
mer road trips. Do research for upcoming 
projects. It's a new year with new possibili¬ 
ties. Be hopeful. 

Find Ways to Connect. Just because we're 
all on our own little rural hideaways doesn't 
mean we can’t have a strong community. 
Check in with each other. Send care pack¬ 
ages. Be good neighbors to the folks in your 
area. Write letters. Make phone calls. Head 
into town and spend some time sending 
email and making video calls. We're stronger 
when we stick together. 









And I started the winter routine of bringing 
buckets of warm water from the farm house 
to the animals every night so they go to bed 
with heat in their bellies. We know the win¬ 
ter is hard on them and we do everything we 
can to get them healthy before the cold, and 
keep them comfortable until the thaw 
In the five years that weve been in the coun¬ 
try, it never occurred to me to take similar 
precautions for myself or my family Sure, 
we stocked up on food and water, but oth¬ 
erwise we just sat back and let the thing hit 
us; a bad habit born of years spent in cities. 
In my early twenties I moved to the Pacific 
Northwest after a lifetime of mild winters in 
Georgia and year-round paradise in South¬ 
ern California. Id always scoffed a little at 
the idea of Seasonal Affective Disorder, but 
it got me that first year and Ive struggled 
with it at varying degrees since then. But last 
winter was the worst. 

Surviving 2013 had already been tough for 
our family and we were all feeling the strain. 
A predatory lawsuit against us meant we had 
to work longer hours to pay the bills. Rumors 
flew and we felt unable to defend ourselves. 
Sales at our family business slowed. I was ex¬ 
hausted and my body started shutting down. 
I couldn’t stop losing weight. I couldn’t sleep. 
I had near-daily migraines and on a couple 
occasions I blacked out while working. My 
anxiety level was through the roof and my 
body trembled for hours at a time. And then 
we got hit by one of the worst winters on 
record. Propane prices soared and we blew 
through it twice as fast as we ever had be¬ 
fore. We couldnt keep up, the propane ran 
out, and I had to take the kids to stay at my 
parents empty house in town. It was a bleak 
way to start the new year. 

Away from the farm and my work, I fad¬ 
ed. I walked numb through the house, or 
broke down into uncontrollable sobbing. 
My cousin Elizabeth came to visit, and with 
her there, I gave over to the sadness. I knew 
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this winter. 

A few weeks ago, a close friend of mine came 
to visit from the East Coast. At the end of 
summer my partner left the farm in order to 
find better work in a city almost 2,000 miles 
away. With space in the farmhouse limited, 
Id finally decided to turn his empty bed¬ 
room into a much-needed office and gues¬ 
troom. Needing extra blankets and furnish¬ 
ing for the room, I went to the basement to 
dig through boxes that hadn’t been opened 
since we moved to the farm five years ago. 
Due to a number of factors, Id left most of 
my personal items unpacked and stashed 
away. As I stumbled across the first box of 
photo albums and favorite books, I was hit 
by the staggering reminder that I hadn’t al¬ 
ways been worn down, unfocused, and sad 
all the time. With each box I opened I felt a 
fire starting to burn inside me again. I took 
armloads of books and art and photographs 
upstairs and frantically started putting them 
on display. By the end of the night our house 
had been completely transformed. There 
were photos of friends on the walls, garlands 
of crepe paper flowers from a trip to Mexico 
hanging from the ceiling, postcards on the 
refrigerator, old typewriters and prayer can¬ 
dles and bits of writing clipped from maga¬ 
zines. For the first time in a long time, the 
farmhouse felt safe. And warm. And alive. 
The experience of unearthing my past from 
the basement helped me recognizing the 
ways I’ve set myself up for failure previous 
winters and how I might better prepare my¬ 
self for the coming months. I know I need 
constant reminders that even if times are 
tough now, they will get better. I know I need 
to make plans, to stay active. I know I need to 
take special care to make sure that my family 
is comfortable, well fed, that we go to bed 
with heat in our bellies. Preparing for winter 
has to mean more than filling the propane 
and hanging tapestries against the cold; we 
also have to winterize our bodies. That now 
seems like an obvious and necessary part of 
surviving the winter. It won’t ward off the 
storms or keep the world from pressing in 


( PART ) 

Mayhart. A Manitoba based artist creating 
jewellery from naturally sourced goods, 
such as, antler, feathers, bones, teeth. 

As well as wire work, smithing and forging 
techniques. Find Mayhart on facebook. 
www. facebook. com/mayhart.j ewellery 
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by Mama C 



Hugelkulture is a German and Eastern 
European Gardening technique that 
includes a big mound of wood and dirt that 
you plant all your yummy goodies in. I 
believe it roughly translates to ‘hill garden 
or ‘mound culture. 

Admittedly I am no pro on this topic, but my 
partner and I have been growing food using 
the hugelkulture method for two years now 
and I must say that every other gardening 
technique Ive used up to date doesn't stand 
up to these glorious mounds. So even 
though I may not have the exact science as 
to why this works so damn well, I have some 
experience and want everyone who grows 
their own food to know about this. 

In order to construct a hugel you will want to 
first decide if you are tough as fuck and are 
going to do this using hand tools and sheer 
humyn power, or if you are like us and use 
gas powered tools and rent big machines to 
help in this project. I'll talk about how our 
hugel was constructed and you can decide 
your own route to the same result. 

Using a chainsaw we went out on our land 
and cut down a few larger trees (when doing 
this, be mindful of your landscape... Try to 
take down hazard trees or standing dead. 
Don't cut down all your biggest trees, etc.) 
and hauled them to our garden site with the 
help of a rented skidsteer. We then placed 
the trees and branches on a north-south 
axis (this is important as you want the sun 



to be able to hit both sides of the hugel as 
the day passes), piling them up in a long 
pyramid kind of shape. Using the skidsteer 
we then got dirt and covered the entire tree 
and branch mound. Our hugels are about 
15 feet long, 6 feet wide and 6 feet tall. 


There really is not much more to it 
than that. You now grow your garden 
in that soil. You can grow roots, greens, 
tomatoes, squashes, beans.... honestly 
everything you would grow in any other 
type of garden. 



As time goes on you can spread your 
compost directly on top of the hugel and 
you can even add sticks and small logs to 
keep it built up. Or, you could do as we plan 
to, and move the soil off once the wood has 


completely broken 

down, put new logs down and throw the 
soil back on creating a brand new hill. You 
could even use that super nutrient filled soil 
and use it in flower beds, flat beds or even 
sell it to friends and neighbours. 


If you don't have the space availability to 
do something as big as ours, or you suspect 
your neighbours wouldn’t be impressed 
with a giant mound in their view, you can 
dig a ditch and fill it with wood and build 

I vnnr ackrA(>r\ nn tnn nf that That hf»incr caiH 


bounce back and 

forth between the two, bumping the zone 
up 1-2 levels, and now you can grow those 
zone 8 berries you've always loved! Also 
the decomposition of the wood will actually 
warm the soil and therefore slightly extend 
your growing season. 


It is good to keep in mind the type of wood 
you use in your hugel. For example cedar 
has lots of natural pesticides, herbicides, 














to why this works so damn well, I have some 
experience and want everyone who grows 
their own food to know about this. 

In order to construct a hugel you will want to 
first decide if you are tough as fuck and are 
going to do this using hand tools and sheer 
humyn power, or if you are like us and use 
gas powered tools and rent big machines to 
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this, be mindful of your landscape... Try to 
take down hazard trees or standing dead. 
Don’t cut down all your biggest trees, etc.) 
and hauled them to our garden site with the 
help of a rented skidsteer. We then placed 
the trees and branches on a north-south 
axis (this is important as you want the sun 


r ^ Bas 

to be able to hit both sides of the hugel as 
the day passes), piling them up in a long 
pyramid kind of shape. Using the skidsteer 
we then got dirt and covered the entire tree 
and branch mound. Our hugels are about 
15 feet long, 6 feet wide and 6 feet tall. 

There really is not much more to it 
than that. You now grow your garden 
in that soil. You can grow roots, greens, 
tomatoes, squashes, beans.... honestly 
everything you would grow in any other 
type of garden. 

As time goes on you can spread your 
compost directly on top of the hugel and 
you can even add sticks and small logs to 
keep it built up. Or, you could do as we plan 
to, and move the soil off once the wood has 



Seeds for the People 


Our generation has collectively inherited an enormous wealth 
of diversity in seeds. Nearly 1,000 generations of farmers 
before us saved seed from their best plants, making constant 
selections and breeding countless varieties adapted to their 
particular places and purposes. Truly convolution. Whether 
going by the names of heirloom, heritage or open-pollinated; 
these are the people’s seeds. They're powerful and must 
remain in the people's hands! 


As agriculture became more centralized and homogenized in 
the 20th century, people moved away from the land, and our 
diversity of seeds began to be replaced by an agribusiness 
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completely broken 

down, put new logs down and throw the 
soil back on creating a brand new hill. You 
could even use that super nutrient filled soil 
and use it in flower beds, flat beds or even 
sell it to friends and neighbours. 

If you dont have the space availability to 
do something as big as ours, or you suspect 
your neighbours wouldn’t be impressed 
with a giant mound in their view, you can 
dig a ditch and fill it with wood and build 
your garden on top of that. That being said 
your results and benefits may differ to ours. 

So this may seem like a lot of work when you 
could just continue using your flat beds or 
raised beds but after experimenting for two 
years, with my garden by planting the same 
things on the hugel and on the flatbeds, 
the results are always telling me that 
hugelkulture kicks ass! For example: When 
I grew the exact same type of bush beans 
on both the flat bed and the hugel, the yield 
from the flat bed was slow to come in and 
only produced an estimated 6 cups worth. 
The yield from the hugel was weeks faster 
and produced an estimated 24 cups worth. 

The idea of why hugelkulture works so 
well is that the wood under the soil is 
full of nutrients and as it rots over time 
those nutrients are released into the dirt, 
improving soil fertility. When it comes 
to watering your hugel, the first year it is 
suggested to water the standard amount 
in your zone and climate. The wood will 
act like a sponge and the following year it 


bounce back and 

forth between the two, bumping the zone 
up 1-2 levels, and now you can grow those 
zone 8 berries you’ve always loved! Also 
the decomposition of the wood will actually 
warm the soil and therefore slightly extend 
your growing season. 


It is good to keep in mind the type of wood 
you use in your hugel. For example cedar 
has lots of natural pesticides, herbicides, 
anti-fungal and anti-microbial elements to 
it. Black locust, being so dense, is extremely 
slow to break down. Some even say that it 
doesn’t rot at all. Black walnut is toxic to 
plants, black cherry is toxic to animals. Pine 
and fir have lots of tannins in them but if 
you take standing dead of this tree type most 
of the tannins (I assume) should be gone 
from them. Some good wood types to use 
are alder, apple, birch, cottonwood, maples, 
poplars/aspens, spruce and willow. You can, 
and probably should, do some research on 
the types of wood you have accessible to 
you and figure out if they’d be appropriate 
choices for this project. Also keep in mind 
that the first stages of wood rotting requires 
a lot of nitrogen from your soil, so if you use 
fresh wood you may have to wait another 
year before your super nutrient filled soil is 
rocking it. Some suggest building your hugel 
and letting it sit for a few months, but I’d 
imagine using wood that is either standing 
dead or has started its decomposition 
process would be easier, and faster. 
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Seech for the People 


Our generation has collectively inherited cm enormous wealth 
of diversity in seeds. Nearly 1,000 generations cl farmers 
before us saved seed from their best plants, making constant 
selections and breeding countless varieties adapted to their 
particular places and purposes. Truly co-evolution. Whether 
going by the names of heirloom, heritage or open-pollinated; 
these are the people's seeds. They're powerful and must 
remain in the people's hands! 


As agriculture became more centralized and homogenized in 
the 20th century, people moved away from the land, and our 
diversity of seeds began to be replaced by an agribusiness 
industry all about uniformity and control. Where once farmers 
and communities held fuH control of their seed, we're now in 
cm era of patented seeds and even criminalized seed saving. 

But so many of our seeds ore still here! We have in our hands 
oil the abundance we need to thrive. So lets save seeds for our 
communities, lets collaborate with friends and neighbours. 

Lets re-localize, both our seeds and our lives. Lets learn to 
partner with oar plant allies, and realize the near limitless 
beauty and bounty in our gardens and in nature. Lets 
reclaim oar agrarian inheritance and lets save the seedsl 


Checkout www.annapolhseeds.com for more... 
mention the Grind with any order end we'll throw in a free pack 
of Sweet Dumpling squoshl fwe had a bumper crop this year} 


your garden on top of that. That being said 
your results and benefits may differ to ours. 

So this may seem like a lot of work when you 
could just continue using your flat beds or 
raised beds but after experimenting for two 
years, with my garden by planting the same 
things on the hugel and on the flatbeds, 
the results are always telling me that 
hugelkulture kicks ass! For example: When 
I grew the exact same type of bush beans 
on both the flat bed and the hugel, the yield 
from the flat bed was slow to come in and 
only produced an estimated 6 cups worth. 
The yield from the hugel was weeks faster 
and produced an estimated 24 cups worth. 

The idea of why hugelkulture works so 
well is that the wood under the soil is 
full of nutrients and as it rots over time 
those nutrients are released into the dirt, 
improving soil fertility. When it comes 
to watering your hugel, the first year it is 
suggested to water the standard amount 
in your zone and climate. The wood will 
act like a sponge and the following year it 
will slowly release moisture into the soil as 
it breaks down. It is suggested that by the 
third year you will not have to water your 
hugel at all. Improved drainage is also a 
bonus if you live in a very wet climate or 
have a huge dump of rain... 

There are other random and unexpected 
benefits of hugelkulture. For example, back 
health: with flat beds, and even raised beds, 
you are often on your knees or bent over for 
weeding and harvesting. On our hugel, we 
made little foot paths, every 3-4 feet apart 
(whatever your arms reach is), and with 
some lunging action your back is super 
happy during weeding and harvesting. As 
the wood breaks down it will shift and settle, 
as it does this the soil will move with it 
making tilling completely unnecessary. You 
can also create a microclimate by building 
two hugels side by side. The suns heat will 


anti-fungal and anti-microbial elements to 
it. Black locust, being so dense, is extremely 
slow to break down. Some even say that it 
doesn’t rot at all. Black walnut is toxic to 
plants, black cherry is toxic to animals. Pine 
and fir have lots of tannins in them but if 
you take standing dead of this tree type most 
of the tannins (I assume) should be gone 
from them. Some good wood types to use 
are alder, apple, birch, cottonwood, maples, 
poplars/aspens, spruce and willow. You can, 
and probably should, do some research on 
the types of wood you have accessible to 
you and figure out if they’d be appropriate 
choices for this project. Also keep in mind 
that the first stages of wood rotting requires 
a lot of nitrogen from your soil, so if you use 
fresh wood you may have to wait another 
year before your super nutrient filled soil is 
rocking it. Some suggest building your hugel 
and letting it sit for a few months, but I’d 
imagine using wood that is either standing 
dead or has started its decomposition 
process would be easier, and faster. 

So, this may seem like a lot of work getting 
it started, but in the long run you are saving 
yourself hours and hours of work with 
watering, drainage, tilling, etc. and your 
back will feel a heck of a lot better too! I 
hope ya’ll spend this late winter or early 
spring hauling trees and dirt. If you do. I’m 
sure your face will be full of smiles as well 
as beautiful tasty food by the end of your 
growing season. 















DUSK, DUSK, GOOSE: 

WATERFOWL AND THE PUNK HOMESTEAD 


by Daniel 


Everyone who keeps ducks knows one sim¬ 
ple truth. This fact is often overlooked or 
glossed over in poultry guides and home¬ 
steading manuals, but you will undoubtedly 
encounter it if you decide to pursue water- 
fowl of your own. 


is more difficult and time consuming than 
chickens due to the down beneath their 
feathers. Also, a chicken might scratch you 
a bit if you grab him from the wrong angle, 
but a frightened goose can break your arm. 
Keep it in mind. 


the most prolific duck layers. Pekins are gen¬ 
erally plump, cheap, and easier to pluck, so 
they're the ducks you'll find served for meat 
in restaurants. Be that as it may, we keep a 
few Pekins for eggs, and we've never been 
disappointed. 


Fact: Ducks create an inexplicable amount 
of poop. 


I have worked with various livestock on or¬ 
ganic farms over the last five years: Nubian 
goats, Rhode Island Red chickens, Berkshire 
pigs, Belted-Galloway cows, and more. No 
animal compares. It really is impressive. 
Ducks are in a constant state of defecation. 
They crap in their water. They crap in their 
food. They crap on each other. For the con¬ 
scientious rural punk, the daily battle against 
poo can be maddening. You can clean out 
their water every five minutes, but 
you simply have to accept that it 
will be brown again in a matter of 
seconds. 


Choosing the Right Breed 

If you are considering ducks or geese, No¬ 
vember/December is the time to do it. I have 
met several people who bought ducklings in 
the spring when the local farm supply stores 
have them on site. While they are easier to 
brood in the warmer months, these friends 
tend to find that the ducks are ready to pro¬ 
duce eggs right around the autumn, when 
egg production begins to slacken with the 
shortened days. In fact, we haven't seen an 
egg out of our thirteen ducks since the first 
week of October. They're not like chickens 
who will still give you a surprise egg every 
once in a while during the winter. When 


You have the option of having your birds 
“sexed” female. A “straight run" (random¬ 
ized gender) is cheaper, but you may end up 
with too many drakes. Duck sex is neither 
romantic nor pretty. It is very hard on the 
female and can even result in broken legs 
or wings. Furthermore, domesticated ducks 
make horrible mothers who won't sit on 
their eggs (at least not long enough to pro¬ 
duce offspring), so there's not really a reason 
to have a daddy around unless you plan on 
putting the eggs under a chicken or in an in¬ 
cubator. If you eat meat and end up with a 
few drakes, it's less of a concern. Take note 
that the process of “sexing” is not perfect. 


I'm here to tell you why this is ac¬ 
tually awesome. 


In his important but somewhat 
outdated book Backyard Market 
Gardening ., Andy Lee argues that 
the most important thing you can 
buy for your farm or garden isn't 
a tractor or a broad-fork. It's fecal 
matter. As frustrating as it might 
be to wade through duck poop 
every time you want to collect 
eggs, there is an amazing amount 
of fertility there. 



heat lamp, and pine shavings for bedding. 
You will also want a plastic waterer which 
will allow them to submerge their beaks but 
not yet bathe. Once they're fully feathered 
and can live outdoors, they'll need a house 
and a fence. Since ducks poop so much, I 
recommend building a coop that is as light 
as possible while remaining sturdy. This 
will allow you to move their house around 
your yard without too much trouble. As far 
as fencing, I recommend a poly-wire net 
fencing. These fences are highly transport¬ 
able and can be electrified with a solar-cell. 
This will add another layer of predator pro¬ 
tection. Be that as it may, we've gotten along 
fine without an electric fence and haven't 
lost a single bird yet. Don't fear your ducks 
flying over the fence. Most domesticated 
ducks barely fly more than a few feet, and 
they won't stray far from their water should 
they manage the feat. We even open up the 
fence to let the ducks roam and forage for 
food. Take note, however, that 
ducks and geese love greens. I've 
had all the kale eaten out of our 
garden while I wasn't paying at¬ 
tention. 


There are many poultry coop de¬ 
signs available online or in books. 
There's no one right way to house 
ducks. Unlike chickens, ducks 
don't go up to roost, and they 
don't require nesting boxes. Our 
A-Frame duck house has an open 
floor, so the birds have access to 
ground forage. 


Obviously enough, waterfowl 
love water. Nothing excites a bevy 
of ducks like a spring rainstorm. 
They will want to bathe even in 








food. Ihey crap on each other. For the con¬ 
scientious rural punk, the daily battle against 
poo can be maddening. You can clean out 
their water every five minutes, but 
you simply have to accept that it 
will be brown again in a matter of 
seconds. 


week of October. They’re not like chickens 
who will still give you a surprise egg every 
once in a while during the winter. When 


cubator. If you eat meat and end up with a 
few drakes, its less of a concern. Take note 
that the process of “sexing” is not perfect. 


Im here to tell you why this is ac¬ 
tually awesome. 


In his important but somewhat 
outdated book Backyard Market 
Gardening> Andy Lee argues that 
the most important thing you can 
buy for your farm or garden isn’t 
a tractor or a broad-fork. Its fecal 
matter. As frustrating as it might 
be to wade through duck poop 
every time you want to collect 
eggs, there is an amazing amount 
of fertility there. 


Last summer the farmer next 
door stopped me to ask what va¬ 
riety of squash we had planted in 
the garden. He was taken aback 
when I told him that it was simple 
crook-neck, the same vegetable 
growing in his fields. 


“Your plants are twice the size of 
mine!” He announced before ask¬ 
ing, “What fertilizer did you use?” 


“Nothing,” I said casually. We 
hadn’t even put down any com¬ 
post yet. That’s when I remem¬ 
bered that we had housed the 
ducks over the garden during the 
winter. 



they won’t stray far from their water should 
they manage the feat. We even open up the 
fence to let the ducks roam and forage for 
food. Take note, however, that 
ducks and geese love greens. I’ve 
had all the kale eaten out of our 
garden while I wasn’t paying at¬ 
tention. 


There are many poultry coop de¬ 
signs available online or in books. 
There’s no one right way to house 
ducks. Unlike chickens, ducks 
don’t go up to roost, and they 
don’t require nesting boxes. Our 
A-Frame duck house has an open 
floor, so the birds have access to 
ground forage. 


Obviously enough, waterfowl 
love water. Nothing excites a bevy 
of ducks like a spring rainstorm. 
They will want to bathe even in 
the dead of winter, so you should 
provide them with a pond or 
kiddy pool. If the ducks are still 
young, make sure that they have 
a ramp in and out. Change the 
water at least once or twice a day 
- more frequently if you are able. 


Why Ducks? 

A lot has been written about how and why 
to keep waterfowl, so I don’t want to repeat 
too much of it here. The reason for keeping 
ducks should be obvious. Duck eggs are rich 
and delicious with a much more powerful 
flavor than chicken eggs. They are more nu¬ 
trient dense, last longer, and crack less easily. 


ducks stop laying, they stop. We ordered our 
ducklings through efowl.com in late No¬ 
vember, and they were giving us eggs by the 
end of March. We then had the entirety of 
spring and summer to collect breakfast. 


Just because you order ten females doesn’t 
mean you won’t end up with a male or two. 


Geese can live almost entirely off 
of weeds and greens, but water- 
fowl still go crazy for feed. You 
can buy bags of poultry feed at 
any agricultural supply store. 
They sell different feed for differ¬ 
ent seasons of a bird’s life: grow¬ 
ing, maintaining, and laying. A 
50 pound bag of feed runs about 
twelve dollars here by the Chesa¬ 
peake Bay, and it will last almost a 
month during the summer when 


The best resource that I can suggest when 
choosing your ducks or geese is The Back - 


As far as geese are concerned, it is import¬ 
ant to note that they lay only a fraction of 
the eggs that ducks and chickens do. The 
average duck lays more than 150 eggs in a 
year. Some breeds can top 300. The average 


more bugs and weeds are available for forage. 
In the winter, however, plan on using about 
twice as much. We find that approximately 
one pint of food is enough for five birds in 
the summer. We feed them in the morning 
when we let them out of the coop and then 
again at dusk. Our ducks generally lay eggs 
between 4:30 and 5:30 in the morning, so we 







ducks stop laying, they stop. We ordered our 
ducklings through efowl.com in late No¬ 
vember, and they were giving us eggs by the 
end of March. We then had the entirety of 
spring and summer to collect breakfast. 

The best resource that I can suggest when 
choosing your ducks or geese is The Back¬ 
yard Homesteading Guide to Farm Animals. 
Beyond extensive information on housing, 
breeding, and butchering, this book lists 
detailed descriptions of all the major do¬ 
mesticated breeds. It will give you the av¬ 
erage number of eggs each breed lays in a 
year. It will describe the bird's temperament, 
foraging ability, and mothering tendencies. 
Since many or most Country Grind readers 
live in Canada, be aware that some birds are 
less cold tolerant than others. I know that 
Swedish (actually from Poland) ducks are 
pretty hardy. Ours will waddle around un¬ 
fazed with icicles hanging from their backs. 
Most breeds will require heat lamps in their 
coop when temperatures drop too far below 
freezing. 

Welsh Harlequins and Khaki Campbells are 


Just because you order ten females doesn't 
mean you wont end up with a male or two. 

As far as geese are concerned, it is import¬ 
ant to note that they lay only a fraction of 
the eggs that ducks and chickens do. The 
average duck lays more than 150 eggs in a 
year. Some breeds can top 300. The average 
goose, however, lays only 30. Goslings also 
cost more than twice as much as most baby 
ducks. With that in mind, most people keep 
geese for one of two reasons: meat or protec¬ 
tion. The second reason deserves some men¬ 
tion. As with any poultry, ducks are vulner¬ 
able to predators. You can take steps to deal 
with that threat, but it is impossible to elim¬ 
inate it. Two or three geese will raise royal 
hell when a fox, dog, or raccoon approaches. 
This racket will alert you to the problem. Tve 
even heard stories of African geese (which 
are actually from China, strangely enough) 
tearing up an offending fox. 

The Basics 

Raising ducks is really simple. For brooding, 
all you need is a large, deep Tupperware, a 


Last summer the farmer next 
door stopped me to ask what va¬ 
riety of squash we had planted in 
the garden. He was taken aback 
when I told him that it was simple 
crook-neck, the same vegetable 
growing in his fields. 


“Your plants are twice the size of 
mine!” He announced before ask¬ 
ing, “What fertilizer did you use?' ? 


“Nothing,” I said casually. We 
hadn't even put down any com¬ 
post yet. That's when I remem¬ 
bered that we had housed the 
ducks over the garden during the 
winter. 


Why Ducks? 

A lot has been written about how and why 
to keep waterfowl, so I don’t want to repeat 
too much of it here. The reason for keeping 
ducks should be obvious. Duck eggs are rich 
and delicious with a much more powerful 
flavor than chicken eggs. They are more nu¬ 
trient dense, last longer, and crack less easily. 
The yoke alone is twice the size of a chick¬ 
en's. My ducks give me more than enough 
eggs for two people. We sell the extra eggs 
through a local farm store. We cover our ex¬ 
penses and make a little money to sink into 
other homestead projects. 


As long as you're not vegan, you should 
raise your own eggs if you live in the coun¬ 
try. They taste better because the birds have 
room to move and forage greens, slugs, and 
weeds. Plus, you can be confident that they 
have been treated with kindness and not 
subjected to the awful confinement condi¬ 
tions that haunt the poultry industry. Since a 
recent Country Grind issue already covered 
poultry processing, this article will focus 
on egg-production over butchering. I will, 
however, warn you that plucking waterfowl 


the dead of winter, so you should 
provide them with a pond or 
kiddy pool. If the ducks are still 
young, make sure that they have 
a ramp in and out. Change the 
water at least once or twice a day 
- more frequently if you are able. 


Geese can live almost entirely off 
of weeds and greens, but water- 
fowl still go crazy for feed. You 
can buy bags of poultry feed at 
any agricultural supply store. 
They sell different feed for differ¬ 
ent seasons of a bird's life: grow¬ 
ing, maintaining, and laying. A 
50 pound bag of feed runs about 
twelve dollars here by the Chesa¬ 
peake Bay, and it will last almost a 
month during the summer when 
more bugs and weeds are available for forage. 
In the winter, however, plan on using about 
twice as much. We find that approximately 
one pint of food is enough for five birds in 
the summer. We feed them in the morning 
when we let them out of the coop and then 
again at dusk. Our ducks generally lay eggs 
between 4:30 and 5:30 in the morning, so we 
have breakfast waiting for us when we feed 
them. 


I'll leave you with the assurance that ducks 
are forgiving and very little trouble. Come 
fall when the eggs dry up, you'll realize how 
spoiled you've become. 


Resources 

The following books will offer everything 
you need to know about keeping waterfowl 
and many other animals. 

The Homesteaders Guide to Farm Animals 
by Damerow, Klober, and Ekarius 
The Encyclopedia of Country Living by Carla 
Emery 

m 
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by DoomHag 

Greetings from the damp and dreary PNW! 
I come bearing Herbal Honey recipes for 
your winter warming teas! 

Any of these would be delish on toast, in tea 
(or hot totties!) or on a fresh baked slice of 
bread! 

Generally proportions go something like 1/4 
to 1/2 cup (24-48 grams) of dried herbs to 1 
cup (370ml) honey. 1/2 to 3/4 cup (93-139 
grams) of dried fruit to 1 cup (370ml) hon¬ 
ey. And finally 1/4 to 1/2 cup (24-48 grams) 
powdered herbs to 1 cup (370ml) honey. 
EXPERIMENT! 

Or here’s some recipes: 

Apricot Lavender Honey 

1 cup honey 

3/4 cup finely chopped dried apricots 

2 Tablespoons powdered lavender 
1/4 Teaspoon powdered Nutmeg 


Cinnamon Honey - Great for colds!!! 

1 cup honey 

3 tablespoons powdered cinnamon 
1 teaspoon allspice 

Cinnamon Ginger Honey - Also good for 
colds or just cold days! I keep a jar of this 
next to the teas. 

1 cup honey 

2 tablespoons powdered cinnamon 
1 teaspoon powdered ginger 

Ginger Honey 

1 cup honey 

1/4 cup powdered ginger 

I’ve got tons of herbal recipes and remedies 
I’d love to share. 

Also similar stuff, foraging, general rural 
punk stuff (ya know I’m livin’ the life out 
here in the middle of nowhere SW Washing¬ 
ton on 32 acres). 
doomhag. tumblr. com 
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grams) of dried fruit to 1 cup (370ml) hon¬ 
ey. And finally 1/4 to 1/2 cup (24-48 grams) 
powdered herbs to 1 cup (370ml) honey. 
EXPERIMENT! 

Or here's some recipes: 

Apricot Lavender Honey 

1 cup honey 

3/4 cup finely chopped dried apricots 

2 Tablespoons powdered lavender 
1/4 Teaspoon powdered Nutmeg 


Ginger Honey 

1 cup honey 

1/4 cup powdered ginger 

IVe got tons of herbal recipes and remedies 
Id love to share. 

Also similar stuff, foraging, general rural 
punk stuff (ya know Tm livin' the life out 
here in the middle of nowhere SW Washing¬ 
ton on 32 acres). 
doomhag. tumblr. com 
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by Aura Laforest 

If your interest is the rant on mushroom 
broth, then fast-forward yourself past the 
soup recipe. With regards to the soup reci¬ 
pe, its what happened when I wanted some¬ 
thing decadent but healthy; healing without 
tasting “herb-y” (or like something out of a 
seventies bean cook-book). I also wanted to 
clean out what was left in vegetables at the 
bottom of the fridge. Happily, unlike many 
of my other kitchen experiments, its worth 
repeating (even if it is a fair bit of work). 

Yield: 4 portions 

Ingredients: 

1 bulb fennel, white parts, cut into 1” chunks 
4 oz cremini mushrooms, smaller ones 
whole, larger ones cut in half 

2 oz trumpet mushrooms, cut in four along 
their length 

3 small onions, cut into 3/4” chunks 
olive oil 

4 cloves garlic, chopped fine 

14 oz peeled and finely chopped italian to¬ 
matoes (nr rannedl 


rooms in the lined pan and toss them with 
2-3 tbsp of olive oil and some salt and pep¬ 
per to taste (go easy on the salt). 

Roast in the oven for about an hour, tossing 
two or three times, until there are lots of 
golden and dark brown bits and the vegeta¬ 
bles are soft. 

While the veggies are roasting, chop the gar¬ 
lic and tomatoes. 

Take a half a cup of the broth and dis¬ 
solve the cornstarch in it, set aside. 

Heat a dutch oven with another couple of ta¬ 
blespoons of olive oil at medium-high heat. 
Saute the garlic in the oil a minute or so and 
then add the tomatoes. Cook down the to¬ 
mato until it is reduced quite a bit and start¬ 
ing to stick to the bottom of the pot (this will 
take a while, be patient). 

Deglaze the pot with the sherry wine. Add 
the remaining 3-1/2 cups of broth and a 1/2 
cup of water along with the roasted vegeta¬ 
bles, salt and herbes de provence. 

Simmer covered 10 minutes or so or cov¬ 
er and turn off the heat, setting aside until 
ready to serve (best way if you really want to 
develop the flavour). 

When readv to serve, brine to a low boil 


sired. 

Keep in mind that the type of dose you get 
from the broth in a bowl of soup isn't the 
same as taking a medicinal supplement, 
but when included regularly in the diet as 
a tonic, it can help improve and sustain the 
overall condition of the body. Choices in¬ 
clude: 

Shiitake ( lentinula edodes ): antiviral and an¬ 
titumour action. Improves the overall func¬ 
tion of the immune system. Robust flavour 
best used in Asian-style dishes. 

Maitake (grifola frondosa ): helps the im¬ 
mune system out, but also acts more gener¬ 
ally on the body as a regulator. Nice flavour 
for both Eastern and Western dishes. 

Chaga (inonotus obliquus ): used in 
folk-medicine as an antitumour, an adapto- 
gen and an immune system regulator. Un¬ 
remarkable flavour that goes nicely in pretty 
much all broths. 

Fu Line ( ooria cocos): gets rid of excess 


the broth, you're good to go. 

Once you've chosen the mushrooms you’ll 
be working with, then you can make the 
broth. Make it stronger rather than weaker; 
it’ll only help the soup or stew you're making 
with it. A good broth should be medium to 
dark brown (depending on the mushroom 
varieties) and pretty opaque. And good 
news for any vegans or vegetarians out there, 
it's a good sub for beef broth in recipes. 

To finish up, if you want the recipe I used for 
making the soup above as an inspiration, it 
looks something like this: 

Ingredients: 

4-1/2 cups water 
4 large maitake mushrooms 
2 slices of red reishi mushroom 
A handful of dried wild mushroom (chan¬ 
terelle from a friend who wildcrafts them: 
lucky me!) 

Half a slice of kombu seaweed (adds trace 
minerals) 

Instructions (for a more strongly medicinal 
broth): 












broth, then fast-forward yourself past the 
soup recipe. With regards to the soup reci¬ 
pe, its what happened when I wanted some¬ 
thing decadent but healthy; healing without 
tasting “herb-y” (or like something out of a 
seventies bean cook-book). I also wanted to 
clean out what was left in vegetables at the 
bottom of the fridge. Happily, unlike many 
of my other kitchen experiments, its worth 
repeating (even if it is a fair bit of work). 

Yield: 4 portions 

Ingredients: 

1 bulb fennel, white parts, cut into 1” chunks 
4 oz cremini mushrooms, smaller ones 
whole, larger ones cut in half 

2 oz trumpet mushrooms, cut in four along 
their length 

3 small onions, cut into 3/4” chunks 
olive oil 

4 cloves garlic, chopped fine 

14 oz peeled and finely chopped italian to¬ 
matoes (or canned) 

1/4 cup sherry 
1/2 cup water 

4 cups strong unsalted mushroom broth 
(recipe and rant below) 

1 tsp herbes de provence (store-bought or 
home-made) 

1 tsp salt 

1 tbsp cornstarch 

Instructions: 

If you’re going to be making your own 
mushroom broth, get started with that. You 
might even want to do that the night before. 
The basic recipe and tips on customizing it 
for your needs follow below. 

Preheat the oven to 425F. 

Line a large baking sheet (get that 11x17 one 
that’s hanging around at the bottom of the 
drawer below your stove) with parchment 
paper. Place the fennel, onions and mush- 

Wk h ; j ] J13 


Roast in tne oven tor anout an nour, tossrng 

two or three times, until there are lots of 
golden and dark brown bits and the vegeta¬ 
bles are soft. 

While the veggies are roasting, chop the gar¬ 
lic and tomatoes. 

Take a half a cup of the broth and dis¬ 
solve the cornstarch in it, set aside. 

Heat a dutch oven with another couple of ta¬ 
blespoons of olive oil at medium-high heat. 
Saute the garlic in the oil a minute or so and 
then add the tomatoes. Cook down the to¬ 
mato until it is reduced quite a bit and start¬ 
ing to stick to the bottom of the pot (this will 
take a while, be patient). 

Deglaze the pot with the sherry wine. Add 
the remaining 3-1/2 cups of broth and a 1/2 
cup of water along with the roasted vegeta¬ 
bles, salt and herbes de provence. 

Simmer covered 10 minutes or so or cov¬ 
er and turn off the heat, setting aside until 
ready to serve (best way if you really want to 
develop the flavour). 

When ready to serve, bring to a low boil 
and add the reserved broth/cornstarch. Let 
it bubble 3-4 minutes until the soup is unc¬ 
tuous. 

So now that the recipe is done - on to the in¬ 
teresting part: medicinal mushroom broth! 
Fall and spring are particularly good times 
to be indulging in the almighty mushrooms 
since, according to Chinese Traditional 
Medicine (TCM), some are excellent for dis¬ 
pelling dampness - characteristic weather of 
those seasons. Others nourish the spirit in 
TCM, further helping to dispell the “blues” 
of all the rainy days. In winter, they’re also 
helpful in maintaining a strong immune sys¬ 
tem to help fight off the cold and flu bugs 
that run around with glee. 

While mushroom broth can be purchased 
for culinary use, it’s far more interesting and 
tasty to make your own. Then you can pick 
the types of mushroom best suited to both 
the recipe and the healing properties de- 
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same as taking a medicinal supplement, 
but when included regularly in the diet as 
a tonic, it can help improve and sustain the 
overall condition of the body. Choices in¬ 
clude: 

Shiitake ( lentinula edodes ): antiviral and an¬ 
titumour action. Improves the overall func¬ 
tion of the immune system. Robust flavour 
best used in Asian-style dishes. 

Maitake (grifola frondosa ): helps the im¬ 
mune system out, but also acts more gener¬ 
ally on the body as a regulator. Nice flavour 
for both Eastern and Western dishes. 

Chaga ( inonotus obliquus ): used in 
folk-medicine as an antitumour, an adapto- 
gen and an immune system regulator. Un¬ 
remarkable flavour that goes nicely in pretty 
much all broths. 

Fu Ling (poria cocos): gets rid of excess 
dampness, helps digestion and calms the 
Spirit (shen). The blandest of mushrooms 
out there, so while it isn’t recommended for 
use alone in the gourmet world, it can be 
added to other more tasty choices. 

Reishi (ganoderma spp.): Spirit (shen) med¬ 
icine and longevity tonic that also has the 
immune-potentiating effects of some of the 
other mushrooms discussed above. Tough 
and woody, to get the good stuff out of these, 
they need to be simmered for a long period 
of time; powdering them before use can also 
help. 

Cordyceps ( cordyceps sinensis): reputed 
to increase stamina and as an old-age ton¬ 
ic (tonifies kidney yang if you want that in 
TCM-speak), helpful when there is lung 
weakness with chronic cough. As a larval 
fungus, these look like worms: don’t say I 
didn’t warn you. The taste is pretty pleasant, 
so as long as you strain the eyesores out of 
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broth. Make it stronger rather than weaker; 
it’ll only help the soup or stew you’re making 
with it. A good broth should be medium to 
dark brown (depending on the mushroom 
varieties) and pretty opaque. And good 
news for any vegans or vegetarians out there, 
it’s a good sub for beef broth in recipes. 

To finish up, if you want the recipe I used for 
making the soup above as an inspiration, it 
looks something like this: 

Ingredients: 

4-1/2 cups water 
4 large maitake mushrooms 
2 slices of red reishi mushroom 
A handful of dried wild mushroom (chan¬ 
terelle from a friend who wildcrafts them: 
lucky me!) 

Half a slice of kombu seaweed (adds trace 
minerals) 

Instructions (for a more strongly medicinal 
broth): 

Place all ingredients in a stainless steel or 
enamel saucepot and bring to a simmer. 
Add another 4 cups of water (8-1/2 total). 
Simmer several hours, until reduced by half. 
Strain. 

Instructions (less medicinal, but quick and 
easy): 

Place all the mushrooms and the seaweed in 
a stainless steel or glass pot. Bring the wa¬ 
ter to a boil (electric kettles are good) and 
pour over the herbs. Cover and let sit several 
hours. Strain. 

In either case, the softer mushrooms strained 
out of the broth can be chopped and added 
to other dishes or to the soup itself. 





By Jenn-Ra 

As I have mentioned before, I love 
to cook and eat. I also love to teach folks how 
to cook. I grew up with parents that hunt¬ 
ed, so our fridge was always full of deer, and 
because my dad was a value shopper, lots of 
chicken. I learned how to cook mostly from 
my great aunt, a little old Italian lady that 
taught me most of the family recipes and my 
grandmother, woman that married young and 
followed every recipe exactly, only adjusting 
to make it more ‘heart healthy” and “fat free.” 
With my parents crazy work schedules, I start¬ 
ed being responsible for cooking dinner at age 
12.1 wasn’t quite sure what I was doing and my 
herb and spice knowledge was limited. I failed 
(hard) and I succeeded (sometimes). 

When I left home for school I start¬ 
ed getting more adventurous. I started reading 
cook books. I learned that a recipe for jamba- 
laya was great for Mexican spicy rice, and I also 
started attempting to recreate dishes I had out. 
I had a roommate that used to make “nacho 
slop,” it was some tasty assed shit made from 
what ever he could find: usually re-fried beans, 
canned tamales, some cheese and hot sauce. 
Years later I married a man that loves to cook 
and experiment in the kitchen and my life has 
been way more fun and delicious. 

I lost my dad this past fall to ALS 
and I remember the last thing I cooked for 
him. He asked me to cook a package of chicken 
thighs up for him so he could use the chicken 
for sandwiches and to use in some casseroles 
he would make with cream of mushroom soup. 
I told him I was going to hook him up with 
some goodness. As I fried up the chicken, I 
went outside into the remnants of our neglect¬ 
ed herb garden. I picked oregano, lemon balm 
and sage. After the chicken was done. I add¬ 
ed some water to the pan and stirred up the 
bits of tastiness stuck to the pan. (This is called 
“deglazing.”) I added the herbs, some salt and 


pepper, and cooked it down. He shredded the 
chicken and mixed it with the sauce and tossed 
it with some pasta. He loved it. I was happy I 
could teach him an easy meal that involved 
nothing but meat, pasta, water from the tap, 
and what grew in the yard. 

I get frustrated when a person eats 
lousy food because they wont attempt a recipe 
because they don t have all the proper ingredi¬ 
ents. Baking is a science, you must follow that 
recipe to a T or you’re going to have a bad time. 
Cooking is an art; it is all about shaping a rec¬ 
ipe to your own personal tastes and what you 
have around at the time. Learning how to swap 
out ingredients for what you have on hand, or 
to match your personal tastes is crucial. 

Now its time for the fun part of this 
article. I’m going to give you some tips on how 
to create your own tasty goodness from what 
you have on hand. Then IT1 share a few of my 
favorite recipes. OK, let’s do this. 

Aromatic Veg gies Hopefully you have plenty 
left over from the garden, or if you’re like me 
and just starting out and didn’t grow every¬ 
thing you need, you’re going to have to make a 
trip to the store and try to do better this com¬ 
ing summer. Try to get in the habit of always 
having onions, garlic, mushrooms, tomatoes 
(fresh or canned), peppers, celery and carrots 
on hand. With these vegetables you can cook 
just about anything. 

Meat All red meat can be substituted for one 
another. Beef, lamb, goat, deer, elk, kangaroo, 
whatever you have in the freezer will work. It 
doesn’t matter if it’s a steak, a roast, or ground. 
Same with rabbit and poultry. What matters is 
how you cook it. If you have a tender cut, like 
a steak or back-strap, you can cook it mid rare 
and be good. If it’s a tougher cut like a roast, 
you need to cook it longer in a liquid. Either of 
the cuts need to be seared for maximum flavor, 
then removed before you start your sauce. If 
you’re using ground meat, just add it in after 
your veggies and continue on with your sauce 


making after it’s browned some. 

Liquids So the recipe calls for beef broth and 
all you have is chicken? Or, it calls for wine and 
you don’t drink? Big deal, use what you have 
and like and it will turn out fine. If you swap 
broth for wine, I recommend adding a little 
vinegar to mimic the acidity that wine has. Ap¬ 
ple cider is great with pork, chicken and rab¬ 
bit. If you are lucky to have dried mushrooms 
from foraging, boil an ounce and a half with 2 
cups of water to make a cup and a half of the 
best brother ever. Save your veggie scraps and 
boil them up too. If you don’t have any of these 
things just use some salty water; it won’t be as 
good, but it will still be awesome because you 
made it. 

Dairy and Tomatoes The best way to look at 
the difference between milk, cream, yogurt 
and sour cream when cooking is thickness. 
Thick style plain yogurt and sour cream are 
inter-changeable with each other and can be 
used in place of milk and cream in most rec¬ 
ipes. You might need to add more broth or 
water to thin it out to your likening. The same 
goes in reverse; just mix in a few spoonfuls of 
flour or cornstarch to your cold liquid. This 
also applies to canned tomatoes; if you need 
sauce and all you have is paste or puree, just 
add a little sugar and water. 

I hope these tips expand your cu¬ 
linary horizons and help you to enter flavor 
country. Now let’s get to the recipes. Remem¬ 
ber, these recipes are just guidelines, it’s not 
going to hurt my feelings if you follow them 
exactly. Make them your own and enjoy. 
lenn-Ra’s Spicy Rice 

2 Tsp Oil 
1 Diced Onion 
6 Cloves Minced Garlic 
1-2 Diced Hot Peppers 
1 C Tomato Sauce 
1 Vi C Chicken Broth 
1 C Rice 

Heat oil in pot. Add onions and pep¬ 
pers and cook for about 5 min on med-low 
heat. Add garlic and cook a minute more. Add 
rice, tomato sauce and chicken broth and bring 
to a boil. Cover with lid and let cook for twenty 
min. Turn off heat, remove lid and stir. Re¬ 


place lid and let sit for another 5 min. Use as a 
side dish or use to stuff burritos. 

Deer with Mushroom Gravy 

6 Tsp Butter & /or Oil (divided) 

1 Deer Tenderloin cut into pieces 
Vi lb Sliced Mushrooms 

1 Diced Onion 

2 Cloves Minced Garlic 

1 C Beer or Beef Broth 

2 Tsp Balsamic Vinegar 
Salt & Pepper 

Heat 2 Tsp oil Sc/ or butter (I like to use both) 
in a pan. Add deer and cook for 3-5 min on 
each side depending on how done you want 
it. Take meat out and add the remaining but¬ 
ter / oil. Add mushrooms, onions, and garlic 
and cook for about 12 min or so and removed 
from pan. Add beer or broth and vinegar to the 
pan drippings and let reduce half way. Add the 
meat and veggies back in and warm through. 

lenn-Ra’s Shepherd’s Pie 

2 Tsp oil 

1 Vi lbs Lamb (Like shanks, but you can use any 
cut you have) 

1 Diced Onion 

3 Carrots 

3 Stalks Celery, Chopped 

4 Cloves Minced Garlic 
1 C Tomato Sauce 

1C Red Wine or Broth 
1 C Water 
1 Bay Leaf 
1 tsp Rosemary 
Mashed Potatoes 

Sear Meat in oil for a few minutes and remove. 
Add onion, carrots and celery and cook for 
about 5 min. Add garlic and cook for another 
min. Add wine and stir, scraping up the bits of 
goodness at the bottom of the pan. Add tomato 
sauce, water and meat, cover and let cook for 2 
to 3 hrs until meat is tender. Take meat out and 
shred into bite sized pieces. Continue to cook 
sauce until it has thickened. Add meat back to 
sauce and transfer everything to an oven safe 
dish. Top with mashed potatoes and bake until 
browned. 
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started attempting to recreate dishes I had out. 
I had a roommate that used to make “nacho 
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what ever he could find: usually re-fried beans, 
canned tamales, some cheese and hot sauce. 
Years later I married a man that loves to cook 
and experiment in the kitchen and my life has 
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I lost my dad this past fall to ALS 
and I remember the last thing I cooked for 
him. He asked me to cook a package of chicken 
thighs up for him so he could use the chicken 
for sandwiches and to use in some casseroles 
he would make with cream of mushroom soup. 
I told him I was going to hook him up with 
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went outside into the remnants of our neglect¬ 
ed herb garden. I picked oregano, lemon balm 
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bits of tastiness stuck to the pan. (This is called 
“deglazing.”) I added the herbs, some salt and 
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Aromatic Veggies Hopefully you have plenty 
left over from the garden, or if you’re like me 
and just starting out and didn’t grow every¬ 
thing you need, you’re going to have to make a 
trip to the store and try to do better this com¬ 
ing summer. Try to get in the habit of always 
having onions, garlic, mushrooms, tomatoes 
(fresh or canned), peppers, celery and carrots 
on hand. With these vegetables you can cook 
just about anything. 

Meat All red meat can be substituted for one 
another. Beef, lamb, goat, deer, elk, kangaroo, 
whatever you have in the freezer will work. It 
doesn’t matter if it’s a steak, a roast, or ground. 
Same with rabbit and poultry. What matters is 
how you cook it. If you have a tender cut, like 
a steak or back-strap, you can cook it mid rare 
and be good. If it’s a tougher cut like a roast, 
you need to cook it longer in a liquid. Either of 
the cuts need to be seared for maximum flavor, 
then removed before you start your sauce. If 
you’re using ground meat, just add it in after 
your veggies and continue on with your sauce 


flour or cornstarch to your cold liquid. This 
also applies to canned tomatoes; if you need 
sauce and all you have is paste or puree, just 
add a little sugar and water. 

I hope these tips expand your cu¬ 
linary horizons and help you to enter flavor 
country. Now let’s get to the recipes. Remem¬ 
ber, these recipes are just guidelines, it’s not 
going to hurt my feelings if you follow them 
exactly. Make them your own and enjoy. 
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2 Tsp Oil 
1 Diced Onion 
6 Cloves Minced Garlic 
1-2 Diced Hot Peppers 
1 C Tomato Sauce 
1 Vi C Chicken Broth 
1 C Rice 

Heat oil in pot. Add onions and pep¬ 
pers and cook for about 5 min on med-low 
heat. Add garlic and cook a minute more. Add 
rice, tomato sauce and chicken broth and bring 
to a boil. Cover with lid and let cook for twenty 
min. Turn off heat, remove lid and stir. Re¬ 


cut you have) 

1 Diced Onion 
3 Carrots 

3 Stalks Celery, Chopped 

4 Cloves Minced Garlic 
1 C Tomato Sauce 

1C Red Wine or Broth 
1 C Water 
1 Bay Leaf 
1 tsp Rosemary 
Mashed Potatoes 

Sear Meat in oil for a few minutes and remove. 
Add onion, carrots and celery and cook for 
about 5 min. Add garlic and cook for another 
min. Add wine and stir, scraping up the bits of 
goodness at the bottom of the pan. Add tomato 
sauce, water and meat, cover and let cook for 2 
to 3 hrs until meat is tender. Take meat out and 
shred into bite sized pieces. Continue to cook 
sauce until it has thickened. Add meat back to 
sauce and transfer everything to an oven safe 
dish. Top with mashed potatoes and bake until 
browned. 










New full-length album of anarcho-experimentalism. 18 all new songs ranging 
from acoustic folk to blackened noise to grind and everywhere in-between. 


What folks said about Albatwitch's first album: 


'The two member band that is ALB(A)TWITCH “this band blows 
singular, it seems successfully mix dark folk, black noise, and band out of the v 
Cn were go ing crusty black metal together to create a sonic like boy bands from 
>mjses that come mass few have heard before." 

- Cvit Nation “ Profane Existence 


statement made 
;l folk, harsh noise 

- Big Takeover 


any other ‘weird’ and uniqu< 
water and makes them sounc 
■ the 2000's." 

“ infernal Masquerade 


“...a powerful sufc 
with Appalachiar 
and black metal 


Also available on Lost Grave: 


eSWSTATE 


POLICE STATE : ROT IN PREJUDICE 

A sonic bulldozer of hardcore/crust/sludge fury. 

A bleak landscape rife with systemic moral decay. 


ALBATWITCH : ONLY DEAD BIRDS... 

Combining a broad range of musical interests - from 
anarcho-punk to traditional folk to black metal. 


Visit DarkHollerArts.com for a full selection of CDs, vinyl, t-shirts, patches, and more 
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RURAL PUNIC REViEW: ALBATWiTCH - 

iF CORPORATIONS ARE PEOPLE, WHY WONT THEY 3iE? 


by Dylan 

The bands namesake is a smallish, thin, 
samsquanch-type creature covered in red¬ 
dish-brown hair with an appetite for apples 
(and a love of throwing their cores at peo¬ 
ple) which dates back to a 4- or 500 year old 
legend of the First Nations of Pennsylvania. 
Cool. 

The album opens and unfolds with 
discordant ambient distortion, vocal wisps 
and static drenched dead radio broadcasts 
from a transmission tower overrun with 
choking vines. These interludes weave in 
and out of the songs throughout the album. 
The vocals and especially instruments are 
extremely varied; sort of a Black Metal 
musical theme with a wide arsenal of 
acoustic, wind and percussive instruments. 
The vocals and especially lyrics are often 
a distinct departure from the typical 
harsh, saw-throated screams of your usual 
Norwegian church burner. The lyrics 
range through themes such as patriotism, 
war, ‘terrorism', corporate enslavement and 
general industrial rape of the land (cant 
go wrong with themes like that). Which 
are expressed with many vivid metaphors 
and conveyed through droning Gregorian 
chants blasted with icy, venomous Black 
Metal vocal rasps and thrashing double kick 
drum assault of tracks such as Fed To The 
Wolves. Other times the vocals and lyrics 
are more angsty than dark, which the mu¬ 
sic does not always change to meet, but are 


more within keeping with the layout and art 
of this album. 

The dark, haunted acoustic melodies 
work really well with the vocals. Walls of 
raw, distorted guitar and lyrical themes in 
tracks such as Red White and Blindfolded's 
ode to the pointlessness of flag worship are 
reminiscent of HARROWs banjo infused, 
atavistic Cascadian Black Metal. The spec¬ 
trum of sitar sounds in Freedom Indus¬ 
tries and The Sad Reap create a strangely 
mystical hypnosis in the midst of driving 
thrash; STONER KEBAB is another band 
that comes to mind featuring a sitar amongst 
Stoner/Doom Metal. 

Much of the music is not immediately 
accessible but after a few listenins' takes 
root and flourishes somewhere between 
the ear and the dark recesses of the brain. 
Interludes of distorted ambience create 
an atmosphere of calm swampy darkness; 
from the broken lullaby of Mirror Tower to 
the primitive percussions of The Lost And 
The Unfound and the excellently droning 
synth-y melodic marching funeral dirge of 
Monuments ; If Corporations Are People, 
Why Won’t They Die is a strange brew, boil¬ 
ing over from a blackened cauldron of in¬ 
struments, influences and current themes- a 
dark, departed apple tree in the orchard of 
gnarled and intertwined Black Metal roots... 
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Can you guess from what animal this skull came? 

Hint: The lone skull was found in a riverbed in the northern Yukon. 
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and out of the songs throughout the album. 
The vocals and especially instruments are 
extremely varied; sort of a Black Metal 
musical theme with a wide arsenal of 
acoustic, wind and percussive instruments. 
The vocals and especially lyrics are often 
a distinct departure from the typical 
harsh, saw-throated screams of your usual 
Norwegian church burner. The lyrics 
range through themes such as patriotism, 
war, ‘terrorism', corporate enslavement and 
general industrial rape of the land (cant 
go wrong with themes like that). Which 
are expressed with many vivid metaphors 
and conveyed through droning Gregorian 
chants blasted with icy, venomous Black 
Metal vocal rasps and thrashing double kick 
drum assault of tracks such as Fed To The 
Wolves. Other times the vocals and lyrics 
are more angsty than dark, which the mu¬ 
sic does not always change to meet, but are 
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Stoner/Doom Metal. 

Much of the music is not immediately 
accessible but after a few listening takes 
root and flourishes somewhere between 
the ear and the dark recesses of the brain. 
Interludes of distorted ambience create 
an atmosphere of calm swampy darkness; 
from the broken lullaby of Mirror Tower to 
the primitive percussions of The Lost And 
The Unfound and the excellently droning 
synth-y melodic marching funeral dirge of 
Monuments ; If Corporations Are People, 
Why Wont They Die is a strange brew, boil¬ 
ing over from a blackened cauldron of in¬ 
struments, influences and current themes- a 
dark, departed apple tree in the orchard of 
gnarled and intertwined Black Metal roots... 
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RURAL TRANS Z3NE I NORTHERN NEIGHBOURS 
SUBMISSIONS WANTED IN NEED 


After experiencing many flavours of trans 
related challenges and isolation in a rural 
setting, and not really finding any resourc¬ 
es, I'm looking to put together a compilation 
zine. The goal of this zine is to connect those 
of us who are trans* and living rurally to each 
others stories. Maybe we wont feel as alone; 
maybe we will feel further empowered to be 
who we are (if we even know what that is). If 
this topic speaks to you from your personal 
experience, please feel free to submit: Any¬ 
one who is trans spectrum identified (trans¬ 
gender, transsexual, two-spirit, genderqueer, 
genderfluid, non-binary, transgirls/women, 
transboys/men, etc etc etc) and lives or has 
lived rurally. 

Some topic ideas or potential inspiration!!: 
hormones, access to health care, access to 
social services, isolation, places of learn¬ 
ing, empowerment, oppression of any kind 
including colonization, racism, sexism etc, 
employment, sex/romantic life, neighbours/ 
small town community, femininity and 


Hiya grind folks. If you haven't heard about 
it yet, there is a big problem in the far North 
about food, especially in remote commu¬ 
nities that have no road access. It is super 
complicated, but it the very very short ver¬ 
sion is that a few decades of colonization, 
westernization, global warming, govern¬ 
ment killings of sled dogs, and extirpation 
of wildlife from ‘resource extraction' (i.e. 
mining and tar sands) has changed what 
people in the North eat, and how they get 
it. The situation translates to huge food in¬ 
security for the average person in remote ar¬ 
eas: pulling a statistic outta my butt, a 2011 
report by U of T students found that 56% 
of Nunavut households with children 18 or 
younger have to miss meals on a regular ba¬ 
sis because they don't have any food. In late 
winter, it's even more expensive than usual 
to ship up food, since it all comes by small 
planes rather than on cargo boats like in the 
summer, and the stores in remote commu¬ 
nities even start running out of stuff to sell 
at times. Me and a few other folks are getting 




























































































Can you guess from what animal this skull came? 

Hint: The lone skull was found in a riverbed in the northern Yukon. 



After experiencing many flavours of trans 
related challenges and isolation in a rural 
setting, and not really finding any resourc¬ 
es, I’m looking to put together a compilation 
zine. The goal of this zine is to connect those 
of us who are trans* and living rurally to each 
others stories. Maybe we wont feel as alone; 
maybe we will feel further empowered to be 
who we are (if we even know what that is). If 
this topic speaks to you from your personal 
experience, please feel free to submit: Any¬ 
one who is trans spectrum identified (trans¬ 
gender, transsexual, two-spirit, genderqueer, 
genderfluid, non-binary, transgirls/women, 
transboys/men, etc etc etc) and lives or has 
lived rurally. 

Some topic ideas or potential inspiration!!: 
hormones, access to health care, access to 
social services, isolation, places of learn¬ 
ing, empowerment, oppression of any kind 
including colonization, racism, sexism etc, 
employment, sex/romantic life, neighbours/ 
small town community, femininity and 
masculinity, body dysphoria, try to be/being 
stealth or not, spirituality (from your own 
heritage or stuff you made up, but not spiri¬ 
tuality taken from cultures or religions that 
you are not a part of unless you’re a convert), 
activism, friendship etc etc etc. 

Send personal stories, feelings, practical tips, 
photos, drawings, comics, poetry, prints, 
anything that can be photocopied from a 
page! 

The zine size is 8.5” x 11” (regular size pa¬ 
per) folded in half and the deadline for sub¬ 
missions is February 15th, 2015 (but total 
encouragement for you to submit earlier. 
Heck, if youre feeling inspired put pen to 
paper right now!). Submissions can be sent 
to ruraltranszine@gmail.com or by postage 
mail - just email for an address. 

Anyone who contributes to the zine will be 
sent a copy when it is ready:). 


Hiya grind folks. If you haven’t heard about 
it yet, there is a big problem in the far North 
about food, especially in remote commu¬ 
nities that have no road access. It is super 
complicated, but it the very very short ver¬ 
sion is that a few decades of colonization, 
westernization, global warming, govern¬ 
ment killings of sled dogs, and extirpation 
of wildlife from resource extraction (i.e. 
mining and tar sands) has changed what 
people in the North eat, and how they get 
it. The situation translates to huge food in¬ 
security for the average person in remote ar¬ 
eas: pulling a statistic outta my butt, a 2011 
report by U of T students found that 56% 
of Nunavut households with children 18 or 
younger have to miss meals on a regular ba¬ 
sis because they don’t have any food. In late 
winter, it’s even more expensive than usual 
to ship up food, since it all comes by small 
planes rather than on cargo boats like in the 
summer, and the stores in remote commu¬ 
nities even start running out of stuff to sell 
at times. Me and a few other folks are getting 
together some fundraising $$ to send up 
boxes of bulk supplies to food banks, soup 
kitchens, and school lunch programs in fly- 
in communities, which will be sent in mid 
February. If you are interested, want to know 
more, think your financially stable relatives 
want to donate to the cause, and especially if 
you are in Nova Scotia and want to help out 
a bit with a fundraiser event (like a show or 
something yayayaya!) please lemme know!! 
p.s. it’s an indiegogo fundraiser with super 
fun valentines-day themed perks, so carry¬ 
ing out some of those perks to people who 
got them will also be fun, maybe you want 
to help with that! Thanks a bunch kids, have 
a nice winter and don’t let your toes freeze! 
tzomisara@gmail.com https://www.indi- 
egogo.com/projects/northern-friends-in- 
need 





















































Are you looking for that special someone to share a rural punk life with? Maybe you’re a 
lone punk looking for a place to settle down? Or maybe you have a few extra acres on your 
land and you’re looking for just the right punk to share it with? Well, the Country Grind 
Classifieds are for you! 

Also you can have ads for other things as well, i.e. selling a truck, buying/selling guns, get¬ 
ting rid of excess building materials, whatever. But if you have a distro or a blog or some¬ 
thing that your trying to promote I’m going to say that you should just buy an ad, ($10 for 
ad space is fucking cheap!) 

Classifieds are totally free!! Please try to keep your ad brief. If it is too long/not straight to 
the point we will require you to edit it before publishing. Folks can have multiple ads about 
different things. 


email us your classified ad at punx@countrygrind.net 


Farm in Vermont seeks collaborators- not 

paid, unless we figure a strategy-but we 
blacksmith, and you can build a wee cabin, 
and there is alot of food, and outside jobs, 
and aside from the garden we wild harvest- 
we have chickens and bees, we had a cow last 
year- maybe we will get a pig- learn all sorts 
of homestead stuff- rehandle and sharpen 
tools, innovative permaculturish things- 
also converting our step van to run off the 
SVO- and making crafts, writing, and can¬ 
ning dumpstered pineapples. Please be awe¬ 
some and respectful and not lazy... natania. 
nunubiznez@gmail.com or 802 989 6115 


Lookin to trade birch syrup- Seems I have 
too much of this bloody gunk, offer me trades 
and this sweet goo could very well be yours! 
Limited supplies of late harvest and birch 
maple blend, various sizes. Commercially 
goes for 100$ a litre- you might be thinking 
shit daaaang’ My literal blood, sweat and 
tears are in those bottles, so offer whatever. 
Get at me: catabisful@gmail.com 


Herbal Apprenticeship - Juliette Abigail 
Carr is looking for an apprentice. Personal¬ 
ized, hands-on program from April through 
October in Southern Vermont. Info at www. 
oldwaysherbal.com under “Education.” 


We are a little bunch of Farm/Bush 
anarchist living on a 5 acres organic CSA 
farm in the marvelous Temiscouata valley 
in the Quebec’s Appalachian ridge. We are 
living a couple km from the TransCanada 
highway where we know, lots of kids and 
travellers are passing by on their way either 
west or east. You are welcomed to stop and 
spend some time with us, work on the farm 
for some good fun and food. Just drop us 
a mail jcaldwelll@hotmail.ca, or walk 6 
km on the way to Squatec and watch for a 
greenhouse on the hill or your left 

Want to live in (or just visit) the middle of 
nowhere with other like-minded people? 

Do you like the Northwoods? We’re a young 
family of 4 + 1 friend with 60 acres in north¬ 
ern Minnesota trying to start a community/ 
land share. Check out our IC listing: 
www.ic.org/directory/long-haul 


Do you love classified ads? Recently defunct 
super freaky SF Bay Area BAITLINE!!! Free 
advertiser still has some back issues kickin 
around! Send trades or stamps. Practically 
guaranteed to raise an eyebrow if not a full 
belly chuckle. Ads may still be valid! Inquire 
at Baitline/Sy Wagon PO Box 54, Loma 
Mar, CA 94021 Also, if you are queer and/ 
or might enjoy an explicit booklet depicting 
cartoon faggot unicorn orgies, let me know 

Interested in connecting with like minds 

.. even though i don’t identify as punk, just 
old biker trash, hippie folk. Yeah, i can be 
crass, opinionated and abrupt... or maybe 
passionate, forthright and for real is more 
accurate. Cold sober and drug free for 25+ 
years. Looked upon as a non-conformist 
radical by many, but it’s the older generation 
(70-90 yr olds) who understand me best. I 
have a mostly wooded homestead in maine, 

Epic babe seeks epic babe. I am looking for 
the right lady to share my epic rural punk 
life with. I’m a sacrilegious, homo, diesel 
mechanic. Not very girly. In my free time 

I hunt, collect records, work on my trucks, 
and edit the Country Grind. Email Gretchen 
at gbonegardener@gmail.com 

unconnected to the world except by a cell 
phone and a 1/4 mile wood trail driveway. In 
a solid construction yurt built with lumber 
cut onsite. Heat and cook with wood from 
the land, raise meat and vegetables (2+ acres 
garden space), goats. Get in touch! CISCO, 
868 E. River Rd., Whitefield, ME, 04353 



Lookin to trade birch syrup- Seems I have 
too much of this bloody gunk, offer me trades 
and this sweet goo could very well be yours! 
Limited supplies of late harvest and birch 
maple blend, various sizes. Commercially 
goes for 100$ a litre- you might be thinking 
shit daaaang’ My literal blood, sweat and 
tears are in those bottles, so offer whatever. 
Get at me: catabisful@gmail.com 

Amateur accordionist learning to play solo 
in the woods. Could use some inspiration- 
do you play? Have sheet music or recordings 
you’d recommend? I’d be super grateful. 
Will send you a lil thank-you. Email mp3s 
to afiendstra@gmail.com or mail to Eliot 
Fiend, RO. Box 1098, Cave Junction, OR 
97523. 

My dogs are singers too but they don’t ever 
let me solo. I used to pluck a lot of autoharp 
and sing loud, but now i have a piano and 
a little accordion too. Really love harmonies 
and folk/ oldtime/bluegr ass/old j azz / 
ragtime/polka/reels. Living in Greenwich 
NS (near Wolfville) and miss playing with 
folks. Come sing with me? Search roule 
avec stringband on the internets if you want 
to hear something first in case you hate it. 
tzomisara@gmail.com 

Looking for farmhand for next summer 

on our bison farm in Ste. Rose du Lac, 
Manitoba. Specifically need help making 
hay, but work would also include feeding 
animals, repairing equipment, and other 
typical farm chores. Valid driver’s licence, 
willing to work long days, and enjoying 
working outdoors are all musts. Mechanical 
aptitude is an asset, but we can teach you if 
you are willing to learn. Call Emile & Cecil 
204-447-3332 


Are you a rural theatre-maker? I am and 
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and aside from the garden we wild harvest- 
we have chickens and bees, we had a cow last 
year- maybe we will get a pig- learn all sorts 
of homestead stuff- rehandle and sharpen 
tools, innovative permaculturish things- 
also converting our step van to run off the 
SVO- and making crafts, writing, and can¬ 
ning dumpstered pineapples. Please be awe¬ 
some and respectful and not lazy... natania. 
nunubiznez@gmail.com or 802 989 6115 


Lookin to trade birch syrup- Seems I have 
too much of this bloody gunk, offer me trades 
and this sweet goo could very well be yours! 
Limited supplies of late harvest and birch 
maple blend, various sizes. Commercially 
goes for 100$ a litre- you might be thinking 
‘shit daaaang’ My literal blood, sweat and 
tears are in those bottles, so offer whatever. 
Get at me: catabisful@gmail.com 


oldwaysherbal.com under “Education.” 


We are a little bunch of Farm/Bush 
anarchist living on a 5 acres organic CSA 
farm in the marvelous Temiscouata valley 
in the Quebec’s Appalachian ridge. We are 
living a couple km from the TransCanada 
highway where we know, lots of kids and 
travellers are passing by on their way either 
west or east. You are welcomed to stop and 
spend some time with us, work on the farm 
for some good fun and food. Just drop us 
a mail jcaldwelll@hotmail.ca, or walk 6 
km on the way to Squatec and watch for a 
greenhouse on the hill or your left 

Want to live in (or just visit) the middle of 
nowhere with other like-minded people? 

Do you like the Northwoods? Were a young 
family of 4 + 1 friend with 60 acres in north¬ 
ern Minnesota trying to start a community/ 
land share. Check out our IC listing: 
www.ic.org/directory/long-haul 


Lookin to trade birch syrup- Seems I have 
too much of this bloody gunk, offer me trades 
and this sweet goo could very well be yours! 
Limited supplies of late harvest and birch 
maple blend, various sizes. Commercially 
goes for 100$ a litre- you might be thinking 
shit daaaang My literal blood, sweat and 
tears are in those bottles, so offer whatever. 
Get at me: catabisful@gmail.com 

My dogs are singers too but they don’t ever 
let me solo. I used to pluck a lot of autoharp 
and sing loud, but now i have a piano and 
a little accordion too. Really love harmonies 
and folk/oldtime/bluegrass/old j azz / 
ragtime/polka/reels. Living in Greenwich 
NS (near Wolfville) and miss playing with 
folks. Come sing with me? Search roule 
avec stringband on the internets if you want 
to hear something first in case you hate it. 
tzomisara@gmail.com 
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Rural winter life. 

Words will be found in forward, backward, up and down and diagonal orientation. Circle the words as you find them. 


L G G U N 
H I V E R 
T O P D M 
D K A K T 
O C R I G 
I G K N D 
C N A D O 
O I S L G 
C K S I S 
O C Y N L 
A A N G E 
W R Q D D 
T T R F D 


S K W O 
Z Q G B 
B T R J 
S O R F 
M B A I 
U O Y O 
S G A Z 
I G N F 
CAIN 
X N Z K 
S E X C 
E S Z S 
V F A Q 


O D P I L 
U X G S K 
C M O 0 L 
R A O H C 
E J J V R 
A O Q D R 
T U S A Z 
I Q D N F 

V R M N S 
I B P K B 
T Z H S E 

Y N Y J L 
T T U C K 


E F G S S 
I I N G H 
G I I W G 
I G P G N 
D N P A I 
R I A T D 
Z E R H A 
E O T E E 
R H G R R 
Q S G I A 
E W T N B 
K O S G T 
K N D X S 


AXE 

COCOA 

CRACKLE 

CREATIVITY 

DOGSLEDDING 

FIRE 

FOG 

GATHERING 

HATS 

HOARFROST 

ICEFISHING 

IGLOO 

KINDLING 

MITTS 

MUKLUKS 

MUSIC 

PARKAS 

m HM7PP 


Amateur accordionist learning to play solo 
in the woods. Could use some inspiration- 
do you play? Have sheet music or recordings 
you’d recommend? I’d be super grateful. 
Will send you a lil thank-you. Email mp3s 
to afiendstra@gmail.com or mail to Eliot 
Fiend, P.O. Box 1098, Cave Junction, OR 
97523. 


Looking for farmhand for next summer 

on our bison farm in Ste. Rose du Lac, 
Manitoba. Specifically need help making 
hay, but work would also include feeding 
animals, repairing equipment, and other 
typical farm chores. Valid driver’s licence, 
willing to work long days, and enjoying 
working outdoors are all musts. Mechanical 
aptitude is an asset, but we can teach you if 
you are willing to learn. Call Emile & Cecil 
204-447-3332 


Are you a rural theatre-maker? I am and 

I’d love to connect with other folks doing 
grassroots performance stuff in the woods/in 
underfunded rural communities...especially 
devised or community-based kinda stuff. 
Also looking for a rad community-based 
theatre ensemble to apprentice with this 
summer (2014). Just saying....afiendstra@ 
gmail.com 


30 year old gypsy fella sailing from Haida 
Gwaii, BC to Glacier Bay, Alaska on old 
Pirate ship with wood stove and a shoestring 
budget. Living off grid for four months 
starting early spring on a 500 mile journey 
North. Seeking a kick ass woman to share 
in the anchor hauling, amazing fishing, and 
possibly cuddles, email sailingsamsara@ 
gmail.com 


your smoke signals were impressive and 
your percussion blast morse code shook the 
earth, i was unable to respond since that 
would have betrayed my location before i 
was fully entrenched behind enemy lines. 

















Rural winter life. 



Words will be found in forward, backward, up and down and diagonal orientation. Circle the words as you find them. 
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Are you a rural theatre-maker? I am and 

Id love to connect with other folks doing 
grassroots performance stuff in the woods/in 
underfunded rural communities...especially 
devised or community-based kinda stuff. 
Also looking for a rad community-based 
theatre ensemble to apprentice with this 
summer (2014). Just saying.... afiendstra@ 
gmail.com 


30 year old gypsy fella sailing from Haida 
Gwaii, BC to Glacier Bay, Alaska on old 
Pirate ship with wood stove and a shoestring 
budget. Living off grid for four months 
starting early spring on a 500 mile journey 
North. Seeking a kick ass woman to share 
in the anchor hauling, amazing fishing, and 
possibly cuddles, email sailingsamsara@ 
gmail.com 


your smoke signals were impressive and 
your percussion blast morse code shook the 
earth, i was unable to respond since that 
would have betrayed my location before i 
was fully entrenched behind enemy lines, 
i have been grinding my axe by the fire at 
night and practicing cleaning my rifle in the 
dark, i am ramping up production of home 
forged knives and have a fleet of rugged 
bicycles for when peak oil hits and the great 
machines sputter and stop and the survivors 
are ready to wage war for a single tank of 
guzzaline.... my trebuchet has been crushed 
by my enemies but i will see them driven 
before me, and i want you to be there, i 
have hand felled the wood to build a ballista 
and am fortifying myself behind wood and 
iron, with arrow slits of course, perhaps we 
could trade; vicious moat rats for greek fire? 
lets ride out doomsday together, grind the 
enemy//siege punx unite. 











THE COUNTRY GRIND PRESENTS: 



JUNE 19™-22 N3 ,2015 JUST NORTH Of MINNESOTA, MANITOBA, CANA3A 


Come join us in celebrating the summer solstice in sunny and beautiful western Manitoba for a weekend of skill sharing, networking, and awesome food. 

Hosting a gathering is the obvious next step for The Country Grind. We have made so many wonderful connections with so many amazing people through the magazine, and 
we want to meet you all! To match faces with the articles, to have discussions, share ideas and make friends. Obviously rural living can be really isolating- having a weekend 
where we all get to meet up, vent our frustrations, work together and problem solve can leave us feeling recharged and stoked on life when we get back to our respective 
homesteads. 

Like the magazine, this gathering is for folks who identify as punk and live in the bush, but it is open to everyone. Folks from the city who are interested in making the jump to 
rural life are welcome to attend, as long as they are mindful of the fact that this isn’t just a chance to get out of the city and party. Nobody wants to see another Scumbala. 

We will be making this gathering as safe a space as we can for all who attend. As should be totally obvious by now (but somehow there is always that one guy who doesn’t get 
it), any racist comments, sexist behaviour, homophobic jokes, or transphobic attitudes will not be tolerated!!! Anyone being a belligerent asshole will be swiftly ejected. Also, 
there will be vegans & carnivores and farmers & primitivists all mixed in together. It would be really nice if everyone could keep their dogmas at home (your dogs, however, 
are welcome to come)! Let’s make this an awesome, friendly, comfortable and safe event. 


The NA//RPG will be free, but that means that you will have to be responsible for a few things: 

- organize your own transportation. If you can get to Minnedosa (very accessible by both bus and thumb), someone can likely come pick you up and bring you to the land, but 
you should really organize that with us ahead of time. We may also ask for a few bucks for fuel if we have to drive you around. 

- bring your own shelter. The mosquitoes aren’t usually too bad that early in the year, but we can’t predict the weather. Bring a tent, a tarp, a camper, or something to keep you 
dry and cozy. 

- bring food to share. We will have one big communal kitchen, and will throw together whatever everyone brings into communal meals. If you have specific dietary restrictions 
or allergies we will do our best to be accommodating. 

- be willing to work if you are able. We will need cooks, childcare, folks hauling water and digging shitters. Country life doesn’t end just because you’re not at home. 

If you would like to host a workshop or discussion, help with childcare, or have any experience organizing a DIY gathering please contact us at punx@countrygrind.net. We 
will hopefully have a page on our website soon where you can RSVP, so check out countrygrind.net for more updates and info- we will be printing all of the details in our 
spring issue as well. 


Like the magazine, this gathering is for folks who identify as punk and live in the bush, but it is open to everyone. Folks from the city who are interested in making the jump to 
rural life are welcome to attend, as long as they are mindful of the fact that this isn’t just a chance to get out of the city and party Nobody wants to see another Scumbala. 

We will be making this gathering as safe a space as we can for all who attend. As should be totally obvious by now (but somehow there is always that one guy who doesn’t get 
it), any racist comments, sexist behaviour, homophobic jokes, or transphobic attitudes will not be tolerated!!! Anyone being a belligerent asshole will be swiftly ejected. Also, 
there will be vegans & carnivores and farmers & primitives all mixed in together. It would be really nice if everyone could keep their dogmas at home (your dogs, however, 
are welcome to come)! Let’s make this an awesome, friendly, comfortable and safe event. 



The NA//RPG will be free, but that means that you will have to be responsible for a few things: 

-or ganize your own transportation. If you can get to Minnedosa (very accessible by both bus and thumb), someone can likely come pick you up and bring you to the land, but 
you should really organize that with us ahead of time. We may also ask for a few bucks for fuel if we have to drive you around. 

-b ring your own shelter. The mosquitoes aren’t usually too bad that early in the year, but we can’t predict the weather. Bring a tent, a tarp, a camper, or something to keep you 
dry and cozy. 

- bring food to share. We will have one big communal kitchen, and will throw together whatever everyone brings into communal meals. If you have specific dietary restrictions 
or allergies we will do our best to be accommodating. 

- be willing to work if you are able. We will need cooks, childcare, folks hauling water and digging shitters. Country life doesn’t end just because you’re not at home. 

If you would like to host a workshop or discussion, help with childcare, or have any experience organizing a DIY gathering please contact us at punx@countrygrind.net. We 
will hopefully have a page on our website soon where you can RSVP, so check out countrygrind.net for more updates and info- we will be printing all of the details in our 
spring issue as well. 
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